N Af 5 #, 
« 2 0 IF & #3 | 
BRITISH THEATRE. 


Vo. It 
CONTAINING, 


I. 
THE FAIR PENITENT. 


THE MOURNING BRIDE, 


III. 
ZAR A 


IV. 
VENICE PRESERVED 


D U R 4 M3 -* 
PRINTED BY JOHN CHAMBERS, 


FOR WILLIAM JONES,. No. 86, DAME-STREET, 


1795. 


Mem 
% 


— 


— = 3 
* 


— 


PR 


— 


EO 


— 


ö 


— 


— > 4 


, 15% RK 0915 i) ; MN 175 r 16. 7½ nn“ | FARK 10546 * \ NOT 4\\ 
5 "ls 10 Ml Up 106 1 . i 901 
: x I TARA 16 60 1 1 ji 1 : 
8 ir | 7 . 
3 / 2 
| _ li \ 
i wn | 7 , 
i 5 


CALISTA 


Fl / g 7 
4. O 
86 Dame 8 


Ih d by W Jones, N 


2 
tree t : 


1 


NIT ENT. 


MISS BRUNTOMN as. 


Ke. 


* 


FAIR PE 


* 


Dublin, Pub 


I a 
8k - 1 5 8 
ww OY 3 8 
Z N 3 = " eh ; 3 % * 
. MARIE ö "m” ATR F 
N Huunde : : | , 
ö g ö T ee x | — an ill WINGS Mb 100 I! 1 i [ 3 
. oy 8 
* * 


U 
e 


n at pal 
| f lj 


15 7 wes , __ 0 77 


— 


We af 


is ENT 
” 
i 
15 


AW 
wn 


þ = A 


N 
Ill = 


| 


to 


j 
j 


Me 


j 


; 
lj 


| 


— 


| 
100% L 
10 


j 


Elb d by Wes Jones Neos Dane Street. 


70 
7121 


Pub 


* 


Fa 
— — 
hn. , 


C. 


D 


te een 


VOM in 


15 
DATA 


n 20294 ' ſ 
Ie 


THE 
FAIR PENITENT. 


TRAGEDY. 


BY NICHOLAS ROWE, Esa. 
— 


ADAPTED FOR 


THEATRICAL REPRESENTATION, 


AS PERFORMED AT THE 


THEATRES-ROYATL, 


DRURY-LANE AND COVENT GARDEN. 
— 


REGULATED FROM THE PROMPT-BOOK, 
? By Permiſſion of the Managers. 


—— ——  ———————— ——— — 
«« The Lines diſtinguiſhed by inverted Commas, are omitted in the Repreſentation. 


DUBLIN : 
 — 


PRINTED BY GRAISBERRY AND CAMPBELL, 
FOR WILLIAM JONES, NO. 86, DAME-STREET. 


M DCC xCl, 


Es, 


% 


* * 
> ff 
'S 3 "I 
K 1 - Na 
1 N | 
1 8 
5 Ys 5 
8 >} : 
4 \ is * We 5 
7 7 22 
* * 23% * 
* i a 17 6 
; BN ; 8 
-4 * L 
* — Ki 
5 * 
25 * 4 — l 


3 EP: ys * 
"0 5 * * 0 
- Ke os * 1 * 3 N 
k N 1 N. 5 24 1 22> 
, \ d Tx" ; : 
0 Is | . 

. * 4 4; . 2 be „ 4 

. 8 * * i 
* » 1 


2 


TO HER GRACE THE 
DUTCHESS OF ORMOND. 


— 
i / 
: . 
} 


Mavan, 


Tax privilege of poetry Cor it may be the vanity of the 

pretenders to it ) has given em a kind of right to pretend 
at the ſame time, to the favour of thoſe, whom their high 
birth and excellent qualities have placed in a very diftin- 
guiſhing manner above the reſt of the world. If this be 
not a received maxim, yet I am ſure I am to wiſh it were, 
that I may have at leaſt ſome kind of excuſe for laying 
this tragedy at your Grace s feet. I have too much reaſon 
to fear that it may prove but an indifferent entertainment 
to your Grace, fince, if I have any way ſucceeded in ity 
it has been in deſcribing thoſe violent paſſions which bave 
been always ftrangers to ſo happy a temper, and ſo nable 

| A2 | 


iv | DEDICATION. 


1 


and ſo exalted a virtue as your Grace is miſtreſs of. 


Zet, for all this, I cannot but confeſs the vanity which 


T have, to hope that there may be ſomething ſo moving in 
the misfortunes and diſtreſs of the play, as may be not 
altogether unworthy of your Grace's pity. This is one 
of the main deſigns of tragedy ; and to excite this generous 
pity in the greateſl minds, may paſs for ſome kind of ſuc- 
ceſs in this ay of writing, I am ſenſible of the pre- 
ſumption I am guilty of by this hope, and how much it is 
that I pretend to in your Grace's approbation ; if it be 
my good fortune to meet with any little ſhare of it, I ſhall 
always look upon it as much more to me than the general 
applauſe of the theatre, or even the praiſe of a good cri- 
tick. Tour Grace's name is the beſt protection this play 
can hope for; ſince the world, ill-natured as it is, agrees 
in an uni verſal reſpect and deference for your Grace's per- 
fon and character. In ſo cenſorious an age as this is, 
where malice furniſhes out all the public converſations, 
evhere every body pulls and it pulled to pieces of courſe, 
and where there is hardly fuch a thing as being merry, 
but at another's expence ; yet by a public and uncommon 
Juſtice to the Dutcheſs of Ormond, her name has never 
been mentioned, but as it ought, though fhe has beauty 
enough to provoke detraction from the faireſt of her own 
ſex, and virtue enough to make the looſe and di ſolute of 
the other (a very formidable party) her enemies. In- 
lead of this, they agree to ſay nothing of her but what 
the __ That her ſpirit is worthy of her birth; 


— IDE INNnes Ser nr ono nd SE RET 
ET TR Oe AE d men ents of on 
8 r o NS 


K. 


— g 

Wo ib ee EINE; Þ 9 * a. . 3 

— TI» r e 
— „ 00 ue. EE 


. 
. 


n 
3 


2 . 
ws 


r 

J eh Ae A 2a 
-J * . 
A 


3 


MW, 


1 TH 
3 
3 
3 A e 


n 


8 


» 

FN 

— 85 
7 

** 7 
7 
2 
3 
Ws” 

1 

* 
1 

8 

153M 
N 


12. 
3 

8 
1 
-& 2 
N 
* 
bed 


n : 8 
3 
3 


S 
* r 5 
8 * 
8 NY 2 — N 


a WT PETS - 1 _ 
EP , NT, Wn . _— 4 —_ l 
A n eee rn . YE — — — — * 
TI 2 DE EL Tat wo NT Ao De 2 OWEN es ...... R W r 
SF agen ot , — n are F 2 . SR, 8 NS x "Yo 7 "Su OD << - Pa, 

SF FX . ; 8 * % . r 5 8 LS P 
" LA . : — 22 : by” 3 2 e I r 


— a A I IE > EEE 
1 


DEDICATON. | v 
ä ———ꝙ—＋ð» —ñññññññññññ—— — — 
her feetneſs, of the love and reſpe of all the world, 
her piety, of her religion ; her ſervice, of her royal miſ- 
treſs ; and her beauty and truth, of her lord; that, in 
ſhort, every part of her character is juſt, and that ſhe 
is the beft reward for one of the greateſt heroes this age 
has produced. This, Madam, is what you muſt al- 
low people every where to ſay ; thoſe whom you ſhall 
leave behind you in England will have ſomething fur- 
ther to add, the loſs we ſhall ſuffer by your Grace's 
journey to Ireland; the Queen's pleaſure, and the im- 
patient wiſhes of that nation, are about to deprive us of 
our public ornaments. But there is no arguing againſt 
reaſons ſo prevalent as theſe. Thoſe who ſhall lament 
your Grace's abſence, will yet acquieſce in the wiſdom 
and juſtice of her Majeſty's choice : among all whoſe 
royal favours, none could be ſo agreeable, upon a thouſand 
accounts, to that people, as the Duke of Ormond. With 
what joy, what acclamations ſhall they meet a Governor, 
who, beſide their former obligations to his family, has 
fo lately ventured his life and fortune for their preſerva- 
tion! What duty, what ſubmiſſion ſhall they not pay 
to that authority which the Queen has delegated to a 
perſon ſo dear to them? And with what honour, what 
respect, ſhall they receive your | Grace, when they look 
upon you as the noblgſt and beſt pattern her Majefly could 
fend them, of her own royal goodneſs, and perſonal vir- 
tues ? They ſhall behold your Grace with the ſame plea- 
ſure the Engliſb ſhall take, whenever it ſhall be their 


good fortune to ſee you return again to your native coun- 


vi DEDICATION. 


try. In England, your Grace is become a public con- 


cern ; and as your going away will be attended with a 


general ſorrow, ſo your return ſhall give as general a joy 
and to none of thoſe many, more than to, 


Madam, 
Your Grace's moſt obedient, and 
Moft humble ſervant, | 
| N. ROE. 


— ——— — — — 
Nor. This Dedication is a model of ſervility in addreſſing 


the Great. One further obſervation may be made; through 


two pages wherever fall recurs, he ought to have written 
| Tus Ebirox. 


= 


eyes - 


NICHOLAS ROWE. 


* 


Highgate gave him the rudiments 0 
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NicnorAs Rows was the ſon of Jouxn Rowe, Eſq, 
Serjeant at Law—A place called Little Berkford in 
Bedfordſhire had, the honour of the birth of this 
Poet in the year 1673.—A private. Jeminary at 


that he might be perfect as a claſſic, | he was ſent . F 
Weſtminſter, under Buſby. 


His father, deſigning him for his own. profeſſion, 
entered him at 16 years of age a Student of the 
Middle Temple, but he was deſtined to riſe alone in 
the Temple of the Muſes —He had ſome law there 


is no doubt, but he had more poetry. 


Buſineſs of a graver nature, however, he at a 
diſtant period accepted—he was Under-Secretary 


to the Duke of Queenſberry, when that Nobleman 


was Secretary of State. 


Under the reign of George I. he united two emo- 
luments not often combined, for he became Poet 


viii NICHOLAS ROWE. 


Laureat and ee of the Cuſtoms—He 


was, further, Clerk of the Prince's Council, &c. 
but death fruſtrated the honours of — Dec. 6, 
* in the 45 year' of his age. 

He ſought "the public þ Es LEG Ts various 
Lucan, and he compoſed the following PLavs. 


Ambitious 277 1700 Ulyſſes — I 706 


Tamerlane 1702 Royal Convert 1708 


Fair Penitent ; 1703 Fane Shore — 1713 
©” = = 191g 


 channels—He edited 8SHAKSPEARR—he tranſlated 


FAIR PENITENT. 


— 
. 


Tin Tragedy has the uſual characteriſties of Rowe 
—Suavity—Pomp—a ſententious Morality—little ac- 
tion, leſs paſſion. He wins upon the ear—he never 
irreſiſtibly ſeizes on the heart. 


| Dramatically, Rows muſt be conſidered as the 
founder of a ſubordinate idea of the nature of Tragic 
ſtructure— He is content to be graceful, and occa- 
ſionally aims to be grand—his characters ſooth and 
ſatiate—they are weariſomely uniform—Sympathy he 


haas ſeldom the ſecret to command—SHORE does 


draw tears, and only Shore. 


This play 1 Tralian reading, and yet of Italian, 
Rows knew ſo little that he ſounds SciorTo a triſ- 
ſyllable. What is his merit it may be aſked ?—moral 
purpoſe ? not always. Verſification is nearly the 
whole of it. But though majeſtic and harmonious, it 
is too perpetually poliſhed—his lines are not ſuffici- 


ently broken by pauſes. - N 
| — = — 


' PROLOGUE. : 


— 


LONG has the fate of kings and empires been 
T he common bus neſs of the tragic ſcene, 
As if misfortune made the throne her ſeat, 
And none could be unhappy, but the great. 
Dearly, tis true, each buys the crown he qwears, 
And many are the mighty monarch's cares « 
By foreign foes and home-bred faction preft, | 
Fes are the joys he knows, and ſhort his . 
Stories like theſe with wonder wwe may hear ; 
But far remote, and in a higher ſphere, 
We ne er can pity what we ne er can ſhare : 
Like diflant batiles of the Pole and Sæuede, 
Which frugal citizens o'er coffee read, 
Gareleſs for who ſhould fall or who ſucceed. 
T herefore an humbler theme our author choſe, | 
A melancholy tale of private woes : 
No princes here loft royalty bemoan, 
But you ſhall meet with ſorrows lile your owon : 
Tere fee imperious love his vaſſals treat 
As hardly as ambition does the great; 
See how ſucceeding paſſions rage by turns, 
How fierce the youth with joy and rapture burns, 
And how to death, for beauty loft, he mourns. 


f PROLOGUE. | xi 
Let no nice taſte the poet's art arraign, 
If ſome frail vicious charafers he ſeign: 
Who writes, ſhould fill let nature be his care, 
Mix ſhades with lights, and not paint all things _ 
But ſhew you men and women as they are. 
With def*rence to the fair, he bade me ſay, 
Few to perfection ever found the way : 
Many in many parts are known t excel, 
But teuere too hard for one to af all well ; 
Whom juſtly life would through each ſcene commend, ö 
The maid, the wife, the miſtreſs, and the friend ; 
This age, tis true, has one great inflance ſeen, 
And Heav'n, in juſtice, made that one a queen. 


DRAMATIS. PERSONE. 


DRURT- LANE. 


Sciol ro, @ nobleman of Genoa «< © Mr. Aickin. 
ALTAMONT, @ young _ in ; ewe, with 
Caliſta = Mr. Barrymore. 
HoRaT10, bis friend Mr. Benſley. 
Lothario, @ young bord * enemy pi. 4 
tamont Mr. Palmer. 
Ross AxNo, A. Es Mr. Williames. 
| W omen. 


CaALrsTA, 3 Sciolto - Mrs. Siddons. - 
LAvINIA, After to en, and wife 


to Horatio + | Mrs. Ward. 

LuCILLA, confident to Caliſta - - Miſs Palmer. 
COYENT- GARDEN. 
Mien. 

Sciol ro, @ nobleman of Genoa - Mr. Aickin. 
ALTAMONT, à young w_ in Hou with 

Caliſta * - Mr. Farren. 
Hon Ario, bis friend = Mr. Harley. 
LoTHARI1O, @ young lord, od enemy to al. 

tamont - Mr. Holman, 
Ro8SANO, bis friend, 8 - Mr. Evatt. 

| Women, 


Calis rA, daughter to Sciolto - - Miſs Brunton, 


LaviNla, /ſter to Altamont we wife to 
nay : Miss Chapman, 


er confident to ek Miſs Stuart. 
Servan!s to Sciolto. 


ScENE, Sciolto's palace and garden, with ſome part of the fireet near 
mt, in Genoa, 


FAIR PENITENT.. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A garden belonging to Sc1oLTo's palace. Enter 


_ ArrTamonT and HorAT10. 
6 | 


Altamont, 


Lr this auſpicious day be ever ſacred, 

No mourning, no misfortunes happen on it: 

Let it be mark'd for triumphs and rejoicings ; 

Let happy lovers ever make it holy, 

Chooſe it to bleſs their hopes, and crown their wiſhes, 
This happy day, that gives me my Caliſta. 

Hor. Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better ſtars 
Are join'd to ſhed their kindeſt influence on thee ; 
Sciolto's.noble hand that rais'd thee firſt, 

Half dead and drooping o'er thy father's grave, 
Completes it's bounty, and reftores thy name 
To that high rank and luſtre which it boaſted, 
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Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 
The merit of thy god-like father's as; 
Before that country, which he long had ſery'd 
In watchful councils, and in winter-camps, 
Had caſt off his white age to want and wretchedneſs, 
And made their court to faction by his ruin. 
Alt. Oh, great Sciolto! Oh, my more than father! 
Let me not live, but at thy very name 20 
My eager heart ſprings up, and leaps with joy. 
When I forget the vaſt, vaſt debt I owe thee 
Forget! (but 'tis impoſſible) then let me 
Forget the uſe and privilege of reaſon, 
Be driven from the commerce of mankind, 
To wander in the deſert among brutes, 
« To bear the various fury of the ſeaſons, 
“The night's unwholſome dew and noon-day's heat.” 
To be the ſcorn of earth and curſe of Heav'n! 
Hor. So open, ſo unbounded was his goodneſs, 
It reach'd ev'n me, becauſe I was thy friend. 
When that great man I lov'd, thy noble father, 
Bequeath'd thy gentle ſiſter to my arms, 
His laſt dear pledge and legacy of friendſhip, 
That happy tie made me Sciolto's fon ; 
He call'd us his, and, with a parent's fondneſs, 
Indulg'd us in his wealth, blefs'd us with plenty, 
Heal'd all our cares, and ſweeten'd love itſelf. 
Alt. By Heav'n he N my fortunes ſo aban- 
don'd, 
That nothing bat a miracle could raiſe em: 40 
My father's bounty, and the ſtate's ts, 
_ Had ftripp'd him bare, nor left him ev'n a grave. p 
Undone myſelf and finking with his ruin, | | 
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I had no wealth to bring, nothing to ſuccour kink 
But fruitlefs tears. 7 
Hor. Vet what thou could'ft, thou didſt, 

And didſt it like a ſon ; when his hard creditors, 

* Uryg'd and aſſiſted by Lothario's father, 

A (Foe to thy houſe, and rival of their greatneſs) 

Vu ſentence of the cruel law forbid | 
His venerable corpſe to reſt in earth, - 
Thou gav'ſt thyſelf a ranſom for his bones; 
With piety uncommon didft give up - 
Thy hopeful youth to ſlaves who ne'er knew mercy, 
Sour, unrelenting, money-loving villains, 

Wo laugh at human nature and forgiveneſs, 

| And are like fiends, the factors of deſtruction. 

| Heav'n, who beheld the pious act, appprov'd it, 

And bade Sciolto's bounty be its proxy, 

To bleſs thy filial virtue with abundance. _ 60 

Alt. But ſee he comes, the author of my happineſs, | 

The man who ſav'd my life from deadly ſorrow, 

Who bids my days be bleſt with peace and plenty, 

And ſatisfies my ſoul with love and beauty. 


Enter Sciol ro; he runs to ALTamonT, and 
embraces him. | 


Sci. Joy to thee, Altamont! Joy to myſelf ! 
Joy to this happy morn that makes thee mine ; 
That kindly grants what nature had denied me, 

And makes me father of a ſon like thee. 

Alt. My father! Oh, let me unlade my breaft, 
Pour out the fulneſs of my ſoul before you; 
Shew every tender, every grateful thought, | 
This wond'rous goodneſs ſtirs. But tis impoſlible, 


ll 
| 
l 
l 
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 Ev'n from that day of forts when I * thee, 


The laughing minutes ſummon thee to joy, 


And utterance all is vile; ſince I can only 

Swear you reign here, but never tell how much, 
6“ Sci. It is enough; I Know: thee, thou art ho- 

ren.; 

© Goodneſs innate, and tne | 

« Arein thy mind ; thy noble father's virtues 

“Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy youth. 
«© Alt. Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his * 

ereation, 

«© And then, with wondrous j Joys beheld its beauty, 

« Well pleas d to ſee the excellence he gave.” 81 
Sci. O, noble youth! I ſwear ſince firſt I knew 


thee, 


Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial tears, 
The mourner and redeemer of thy father, | 

I ſet thee down, and ſeal'd thee for my own : 

Thou art my ſon, ev'n near me as Caliſta, 

Horatia and Lavinia too are mine; [Embraces Hos. 
All are my children, and ſhall ſhare my heart. 

But. wherefore waſte we thus this happy day? 


And with new pleaſures court thee as they paſs; 

Thy waiting bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 

And ſwears thou com'ſt not with a bridegroom!'s haſte. 
Alt. Oh! could I hope there was one thought of 

Altamont, 

One kind remembrance in Caliſta's breaſt, 

The winds with all their wings would be too ſlow 

To bear me to her feet. For, Oh, my father 

Amidſt the ſtream of joy that bears me on, 


> * 


2 'Y 


It 
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Bleſt as I am, and honour d in your friendſhip, 100 
There is one pain that hangs upon my heart. 

Sci. What means my ſon ? 
Alt. When at your interceſſion, 
Laſt night, Caliſta yielded to my happineſs, 


; Juſt ere we parted, as J ſeal'd my vows 


With rapture on her lips, 1 found her cold, 

As a dead lover's ſtatue on his tomb ; 

A riſing ſtorm of paſſion ſhook her breaſt, 

Her eyes a piteous ſhow'r of tears let fall, 
And then ſhe figh'd, as if her heart were breaking. 
With all the tend'reſt eloquence of love 

I begg'd to be a ſharer in her grief: 


But ſhe, with looks averſe, and eyes that froze me, 
Sadly replied, her ſorrows were her own, 


Nor in a father's power to diſpoſe of. 
Sci. Away! it is the cozenage of their ſex z 


One of the common arts they practiſe on us: 


To figh and weep then when their hearts beat Miah 


With expectation of the coming joy. 


Thou haſt in camps and fighting fields been bred, _ 


Unknowing i in the ſubtleties of women 1 21 
The virgin bride, who ſwoons with deadly fear, 

To ſee the end of all her wiſhes near, 

When bluſhing, from the light and public eyes, 

To the kind covert of the night ſhe flies, 

With equal fires to meet the bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his arms, and with a looſe ſhe er, [ Excunt. 


Enter Lorniiio and Rossano. 
Loth. The fuker, and the huſband !. 78, 
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Not. Let them paſs. 
They ſaw us not. | 

Loth. I care not if they did ; 
Ere long I mean to met %em face to face, 
And gall em with my triumph o'er Caliſta. 

Ros. You lov'd her once. 

Loth. I lik'd her, would have mays her, 
But that it pleas'd her father to refuſe me, 
To make this honourable fool her huſband : 
For which, if I forget him, may the ſhame 
] mean to brand his name with, ſtick on mine. | 

Ros. She, gentle ſoul, was kinder than her father. 

Loth. She was, and oft in private gave me made ; 
Till, by long liſt'ning to the ſoothing tale, 
At length her eaſy heart was wholly mine. 

| Res. I've heard you oft — ber, haughty, in- 

ſolent, 

And fierce with high diſdain: it moves my wonder, 
That virtue, thus defended, ſhould be yielded % 
A prey to looſe defires. 

Loth. Hear then, I'll tell thee: 
Once in a lone and ſecret hour of night, 
When ev'ry eye was clos'd; and the pale moon 
And ftars alone ſhone conſcious of the theft, 
Hot with the Tuſcan grape, and high in blood, 
Hap'ly 1 ftole unheeded to her chamber. 

Ros. That minute ſure was lucky. 

Loth. Oh, *twas great! | 
I found the fond, believing, love- ſick maid, . 
Looſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of wiſhes ; 
Fierceneſs and pride, the guardians of her honour, 
Were charm'd to reſt, and love alone was waking. 
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Within her riſing boſom all was calm, 160 
As peaceful ſeas that know no ſtorms, and only | 
Are gently lifted up and down by tides. 
I ſnatch'd the glorious golden opportunity, 
And with prevailing, youthful ardor preſs'd her, 
Till with ſhort ſighs, and murmuring reluctance, 5 
The yielding fair one gave me perfect happineſs. 
Ev'n all che. live · long night we paſs'd in bliſs, 
In eeſtacies t too fierce to laſt for ever; 
At length the morn and cold indifference came ; 
When, fully ſated with the luſcious banquet, 
I haſtily took leave, and left the nymph 
To think on what was paſt, and figh alone. 
Ros. You ſaw her ſoon again? 
Loth. Too ſoon I ſaw her : 
For, Oh! that eting was not like the former: 
I found my heart no more beat high with tranſport, 
No more I ſigh'd, and languiſh'd for enjoyment ; 
'Twas paſt, and reaſon took her turn to reign, 
While every weakneſs fell before her throne, 
Ros. What of the lady ? 180 
Loth. With uneaſy fondneſs FE 
She hung upon me, wept, and ſigh'd, and ſwore | 
She was undone; talk*d of a prieft, and marriage; 
Of flying with me from her father's pow'r ; | 
Call'd every faint, and bleſſed angel down, 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was my wife, 
I ſtarted at that name. 
Ros. What anſwer made you ? | 
Lotb. None; but pretending ſudden pain and illneſs, 
Eſcap' d the perſecution. Two nights fince, 
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By meſſage urg d and frequent importunity, - 

Again I ſaw her. Straight with tears and ſighs, 

With ſwelling breaſts, with ſwooning, with mania 'Y 

With all the ſubtleties and powerful arts 

Of wilful woman lab' ring for her purpoſe, 

Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeons tale. 

Unmov'd, I begg d her ſpare th ungrateful ſubject, 

Since [I reſoly d, that love and peace of mind 

Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, 

Never to load it with the marriage chain ; 200 

That I would ftill retain her in my heart, 

My ever gentle miſtreſs and my friend ! 

But for thoſe other names of wife and huſband, 

They only meant ill nature, cares, and quarrels. 

Ros. How bore ſhe this reply? 

Loth. © Ev'n as the earth, 

„When, winds pent up, or eating fires beneath, 

« Shaking the maſs, ſhe labours with deſtruction.” 

At firſt her rage was dumb, and wanted words; 

But when the ſtorm found way, *twas wild and loud. 

Mad as the prieſteſs of the Delphic god, | 

Enthuſiaſtic paſſion ſwell'd her breaſt, 

Enlarg'd her voice, and ruffled all her form. 

Proud and diſdainful of the love I proffer'd. 

She call'd me Villain! Monſter! Baſe Betrayer! 

At laft, in very bitterneſs of ſoul, 

With deadly i immer on herſelf, 

She vow'd ſeverely ne'er to ſee me more 

Then bid me fly that minute: I obey'd, _ 

And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leiſure. 220 
* She has relented ſince, elſe why this weſſage, 
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To meet the keeper of her ſecrets here: 
This morning? 

Toib. See the Nen whom yu nam'd! 

Enter 1 ol 

Well, my ambaſſadreſs, what muſt we treat of? 
Come you to menace war, and proud defiance, 
Or does the peaceful olive grace your meſſage ? 
Is your fair miſtreſs calmer ? Does ſhe ſoften ? 


And muſt we love again ? Perhaps ſhe means . 


To treat in juncture with her new ally, 
And make her huſband party to th agreement. 
Luc. Is this well done, my lord? Have you put off 
All ſenſe of human nature? Keep a little, 
A little pity, to diſtinguiſh manhood. 
Left other men, tho? cruel, ſhould diſclaim you, 
And judge you to be number'd with the brutes. 
Loth. I ſee thou'ſt learn't to rail. 
Luc, I've learnt to weep : | 
That leſſon my ſad miſtreſs often gives me: 
By day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy ſhade, - 240 
To hide her ſorrows from the prying world ; 
At night ſhe watches all the long, long hours, 
And liſtens to the winds and beating rain, 


With ſighs as loud, and tears that fall as faſt. 


Then, ever and anon, ſhe wrings her hands, 
And cries, falſe, falſe Lothano.!. 

Loth. Oh, no more! | 
1 ſwear thou' lt ſpoil thy pretty face with crying, 
And thou haſt beauty that may make thy fortune : 
Some keeping cardinal ſhall doat upon thee, 
And barter his church treaſure for thy freſhneſs. 
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Luc. What ! ſhall 1 ſell my innocence and on, 
For wealth or titles, to perſidious man 
To man, who makes his mirth of our undoing ! | 
The baſe, profeſt betrayer of our ſex ! . 
Let me grow old in all misfortunes elſe, 
Rather than know the ſorrows of Caliſta ! 
Loth. Does ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf ? 
I ſwear thou doſt it with ſo good a grace, 
That I could almoſt love thee for thy frowning. 260 
Luc. Read there, my lord, there, in her own ſad 
. [Giving a letter. 
Which beſt can tell the ſtory of her woes, 
That grief of heart which your unkindneſs gives her. 
[Lothario reads. 
Your en to my father—Give my hand 
to Altamont. 
By Heav'n tis well! ſuch ever be the gifts 
With which I greet the man whom my ſoul hates. 


[Afde. 

But to go on 
21. —Hear.— Honour too faithleſ . 
Mealneſ. to- morroau 14ſt trouble 19% Califta. 
Women, I ſee, can change as well as men. 
She writes me here, forſaken as I am, 
That I ſhould bind my brows with mournful willow, 
For ſhe has giv*n her hand to Altamont : 
Yet, tell the fair inconſtant—— 

Luc. How, my lord! 

Loth. Nay, no more angry words : ſay to Caliſta, 
The humbleſt of her ſlaves ſhall wait her pleaſure ; 
If ſhe can leave her happy huſband's arms, 
Joo think upon fo loſt a thing as I am. 
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Luc. Alas! for pity, come with gentler looks: 280 
Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumpm; 
And, tho' you love her not, yet ſwear you do, 
So fhall diſſembling once be virtuous in you. 
Loth. Ha! who comes here? | 
Luc. 'The bridegroom's friend, Horatio, 


He muſt not ſee us here. To-morrow early 
Be at the garden gate. 


Loth. Bear to my love 


My kindeſt thoughts, and ſwear I will not fail her. 


[Lothario putting up the letter haſtily, drops 
it as he goes out. 


[Exeunt Lothario and Roſſano one way, Lucilla another. 


Enter Hours: 


Hor. Sure *tis the very error of my eyes; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario 
He ſeem'd conferring with Caliſta's woman: 
At my approach they ſtarted, and retir'd. 
What buſineſs could he have here, and with her? 
J know he hears the noble Altamont 
Profeſt and deadly hate—What paper's this ? 


[Taking up the letter. 

Ha! To Lothario!—'s death! Califta's name! 
| [ Opening it. 
Confuſion and misfortunes ! [ Reads. 


our cruelty has at length determined me, and I 
© have reſolvd this morning to yield a perfect obe- 
* dience to my father, and to give my hand to Alta- 
* mont, in ſpite of my weakneſs for the falſe Lotha- 


rio. I could almoſt wiſh I had that heart, and tha: 
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© honour to bann * it, which 05 have robb d 
© me of: 

| Dams to che reſt —— N 2 again. 
But, Oh! I fear, could I retrieve em, I ſhould again 
© be undone by the too faithleſs, yet too lovely Lo- 
© thario... This is the laſt weakneſs of my pen, and 
© to-morrow ſhall be the laſt in which I will indulge 
my eyes. Lucilla ſhall eonduct you, if you are kind 
enough to let me ſee you; it ſhall be 2 * trouble 


you thall meet TR from 


The loft, indeed! for ho art gone as far 

As there can be perdition. Fire and ſulphur! 

Hell is the ſole avenger of ſuch crimes. 

Oh, that the ruin were but all thy own ! 

Thou wilt even make thy father curſe his age; 

At ſight of this black ſcroll, the gentle Altamont 

(For, Oh! I know his heart is ſet upon thee) 320 

Shall droop, and hang his diſcontented head, 

Like merit ſcorn'd by infolent authority, 

And never grace the public with his virtues, — 

* Perhaps even now he gazes fondly on her, 

« And, thinking ſoul and body both alike, 

«« Blefles the perfect workmanſhip of Heav'n ; 

«« Then ſighing, to his ev'ry care ſpeaks peace, 

And bids his heart be ſatisfied with happineſs. - 

«« Oh, wretched huſband ! while ſhe hangs about thee 

«© With idle blandiſhments, and plays the fond one, 

« Ev'n then her hot imagination wanders, | 

«« Contriving riot, and looſe ſcapes of love; 

And while ſhe claſps thee cloſe, makes thee a mon- 
| ſter.” 


© The bf Clit 1 


ce 
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What if I give this paper to her father ? 

It follows that his juſtice dooms her dead, 
And breaks his heart with ſorrow ;- hard return 

For all the good his hand has heap'd on us! 

Hold, let me take a moment's thought 


Enter Lavin, 
| Lav. My lord! 
Truſt me, it joys my heart that I have found you. 


Enquiring wherefore you had left the company, 341 
Before my brother's nuptial rites were ended, 


They told me you had felt ſome ſudden illneſs. 


Where are you fick ? Is it your head? your heart? 
Tell me, my love, and eaſe my anxious thoughts, 
That I may take you gently in my arms, 
Sooth you to reſt, and ſoften all your pains. 

Hor. It were unjuſt—No, let me ſpare my friend, 
Lock up the fatal ſecret in my breaſt, 
Nor tell him that which will undo his quiet. 

Lav. What means my lord ? 

Hor. Ha! faidſt thou, my Lavinia? 

Lav. Alas! you en not what you make me 

flulfer. | 

Why are you pale ? Why did you ſtart and : 
Whence is that ſigh ? and wherefore are your eyes 
Severely reis*d to Heay'n ? The ſick man thus, 
Acknowledying the ſummons of his fate, 
Lifts up his feeble hands and eyes for mercy, 


| And with confuſion thinks upon his exit. 


Hor. Oh, no! thou haſt miſtook my ſickneſs quite ; : 
Theſe pangs are of the ſoul. Wou'd I had met 361 
B | 
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Sharpeſt convulſions, ſpotted peſtilence, 
Or any other deadly foe to life, 
Rather than heave beneath this load of thought ! 
Lav. Alas! what is it? mann turn you 
from me? 
« Why did you falſely call me your Lavinia, 
© And ſwear I was Horatio's better half, 
Since now you mourn unkindly by yourſelf, 
* And rob me of my partnerſhip of ſadneſs ? 
_ « Witneſs, ye holy pow'rs, who know my truth, 
© There cannot be a chance in life {a miſerable, 
«« Nothing ſo very bard but I could bear it, 
Much rather than my love ſhould treat me coldly, 
} And uſe me like a ſtranger to his heart.“ 

Hor. Seek not to know what I would hide from all, 
But moſt from thee. I never knew a pleaſure, 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate, or good, 

But ſtraight 1 ran to bleſs thee with the tidings, 
And laid up all my happineſs with thee : 

But wherefore, wherefore ſhould I give thee pain ? 
Then ſpare me, I conjure thee 3 aſk no ſurther; 381 
Allow my melancholy thoughts this privilege, 

And let em brood in ſeeret o'er their ſorrows. 

Lav. It is enough ; chide not, and all is well ! 
Forgive me if I ſaw you ſad, Horatio, 

And aſk'd to weep out part of your misfortunes : 
I wo? not preſs to know what you forbid me. 
Yet, my lov'd lord, yet you muſt grant me this, 
Forget your cares far this one happy day, 

Devote this day to mirth, and to your Altamont 3 
For his: dear ſake, let peace be in your looks. 
Ex'n now the jocund bridegroom waits your wiſhes, 


all, 


381 
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He thinks the prieſt has but half bleſs'd his marriage, 
Till his friend hails him with the ſound of joy. 

Hor. Oh, never, never, never! Thou art innocent: 
Simplicity from ill, pure native truth, 
And candour of the mind, adorn thee ever; 
But there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones, in the world, 


T would fill thy gentle ſoul with wild amazement 
To hear their ſtory told. 400 


Tau. Falſe ones, my lord! | 
Hor. Fatally fair they are, and in their ſmiles 

The graces, little loves, and young defires inhabit ; 

But all that gaze upon em are undone : 

For they are falſe, luxurious in their appetites, 

And all the Heav'n they hope for is variety: 

One lover to another ſtill ſucceeds, 

Another, and another aſter that, 

And the laſt fool is welcome as the former; 

Till having lov'd his hour out, he gives place, | 

And mingles with the herd that went before him. 

Lav. Can there be ſuch, and have they * of 
mind? 

Have they, in all the ſeries of their changing, 

One happy hour? If women are ſuch things, 

How was I form'd fo different from my ſex ! 

My little heart is ſatisfied with you; 

Yon take up all her room, as in a cottage | 

Which harbours ſome benighted princely ſtranger, 

Where the good man, proud of his hoſpitality, 

Yields alt his homely dwelling to his gueſt, 420 

And hardly keeps a corner for himſelf, 

B 2 
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Hor. Oh, were they all like thee, men would adore 
'em, | 


And all the buſineſs of their lives be loving ; ; 

The nuptial band ſhould be the pledge of peace, 
And all domeſtic cares and quarrels ceaſe ; 

The world ſhould learn to love by virtuous rules, 
And marriage be no more the jeſt of fools. [| Exeunt. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


A Hall. Enter CaLISTA and LUCILLA. 


Caliſta. 


Be dumb for ever, ſilent as the grave, 

Nor let thy fond officious love diſturb 

My ſolemn ſadneſs with the ſound of joy. 

If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal tale 

Of pining diſcontent, and black deſpair ; 

For, Oh | I've gone around through all my thoughts, 
But all are indignation, love, or ſhame, 

And my dear peace of mind is loſt for ever. 

Luc. Why do you follow ſtill that wand' ring fire, 
That has miſled your weary ſteps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a wilderneſs of woe, 

That falſe Lothario ? Turn from the deceiver ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 

« Kind as the ſofteſt virgin of our ſex, | 

4% And faithful as the ſimple village ſwain, 
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That never knew the courtly vice of changing,” 


Sighs at your feet, and woos you to be happy. 


Cal. Away! 1 think not of him. My fad ſoul 
Has form'd a diſmal melancholy ſcene, 
Such a retreat as I would wiſh to find ; 20 
An unfrequented vale, o'ergrown with trees 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome ſhade 
Ravens, and birds ill-omen'd only dwell : 
No ſound to break the filence, but a brook 
That bubbling winds among the weeds : no mark 
Of any human ſhape that had been there, 
Unleſs a ſkeleton of ſome poor wretch, 
Who had long ſince, like me, by love undone, 
Sought that ſad place out, to deſpair and die in. 
Luc. Alas, for pity ! 

Cal. There I fain would hide me | 
From the baſe world, from malice, and from ſhame ; 
For *tis the ſolemn counſel of my ſoul 
Never to live with public loſs of honour : 

"Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the inſolence 
Of each affected the that tells my ftory, | 
And bleſſes her good ftars that ſhe is virtuous, 
To be a tale for fools! Scorn'd by the women, 
And pity'd by the men ! Oh, inſupportable 

Luc. Can you perceive the manifeſt deſtruction, 
The gaping gulf that opens juſt before you, 41 
And yet ruſh on, tho? conſcious of the danger ? 
Oh, hear me, hear your ever faithful creature ! 
By all the good I wiſh, by all the ill 
My trembling heart forebodes, let me intreat you, 
Never to ſee this faithleſs man again 
Let me forbid his coming. 
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Cal. On thy life 


I charge thee no : my genius drives me on; 

I muſt, I will behold him once again : 

Perhaps it is the criſis of my fate, 

And this one interview ſhall end my cares. 

My lab'ring heart that ſwells with indignation, 

Heaves to diſcharge the burthen ; that once done, 

The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its cell, 

And never. beat again. 
Luc. Truſt not to that: 

Rage is the ſhorteſt paſſion of our ſouls : 

Like narrow brooks that riſe with fadden ſhow'rs, 

It ſwells in hafte, and falls again as ſoon; 60 

Still as it ebbs the ſofter thoughts flow in, 

And the deceiver Love ſupplies its place. | 
Cal. J have been wrong'd enough to arm my temper 

Againſt the ſmooth deluſion; but alas 

(Chide not my weakneſs, tle maid, but pity __ 

A woman's ſoftneſs hangs about me ſtill : 

Then let me bluſh, and tell thee all my folly. 

I ſwear I could not ſee the dear betrayer 

Kneel at my feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, 

But my relenting heart would pardon all, 

And quite forget *twas he that had undone me. 
Luc. * Ye ſacred pow'rs, whoſe gracious provi- 

dence 
c Is watchful for our good, guard me from men, 
From their deceitful W their vows, and flat- 
teriess - 
« Still let me paſs neglected by their eyes, 
Let my bloom wither, and my form decay, 
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« That none may think it worth his While to ruin 
We, 

4 And fatal love may never be my bane. ? [ Exit. 


Cal. Ha, Altamont ! Caliſta, now be wary, 
And guard thy ſoul's acceſſes with diſſembling : 80 
Nor let this hoſtile huſband's eyes explore 
'The warring paſſions, and tumultuous thoughts, 

That rage within thee, and deform thy reaſon. 


Ener ALTAMONT. 


Al. Begone, my cares, I give you to the winds; 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altamont ; 
« For from this ſacred æra of my love, 
« A better order of ſucceeding days 


Comes ſmiling forward, white and lucky all.” 
Califta is the miſtreſs of the year ; 


She crowns the ſeaſon with auſpicious beauty, 
And bids ev'n all my hours be good and joyful. 

Cal. If 1 were ever miſtreſs of ſuch happineſs, 
Oh! wherefore did I play th? unthrifty fool, 
And, waſting all on others, leave myſelf . j _ 
Without one thought of joy to give me comfort ? 

Alt. Oh, mighty Love ! Shall that fair face profane 
This thy great feſtival with frowns and ſadneſs ! 
J ſwear it ſhall not be, for I will woo thee 


With ſighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a tranſport, 


That thou ſhalt catch the gentle flame from me, 100 
And kindle into joy. FL 4 
Cal. I tell thee, Altamont, 
Such hearts as ours were never pair'd above: 
IIl- ſuited to each other; join'd, not match'd ; 
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Some ſullen influence, a foe to both, 

Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 

Mark but the frame and temper of our minds, 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this day, 

That fills thee with ſuch ecſtacy and tranſport, 

To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it, 
Or think it better than the day before, * 
Or any other in the courſe of time, 

That duly took its turn, And was forgotten. 
Al If to behold thee as my pledge of happineſs, 
To know none fair, none excellent but thee ; 

If ſtill to love thee with unwearied conſtancy, 

« Through ev'ry ſeaſon, ev'ry change of life, 

% Thro' wrinkled age, thro' ſickneſs and misfortune,” 

Be worth the leaſt return of grateful love, | 

Oh, then let my Caliſta bleſs this day, 120 

And ſet it down for happy. 
Cal. "Tis the day 

In which my father gave my hand to Altamont ; 

As ſuch, I will remember is for ever. 


Enter Sciol ro, HoraTio, and Lavixra. 


Scio. Let mirth go on, let pleaſure know no pauſe, 


But fill up ev'ry minute of this day. 

Tis yours, my children, ſacred to your "AS | 
'The glorious ſun himſelf for you looks gay ; 

He ſhines for Altamont and for Caliſta. 

Let there be muſic ; let the maſter touch 

The ſprightly ſtring, and ſoftly- breathing flute, 
Till harmony rouſe ev'ry gentle paſſion, 
Teach the cold maid to loſe her fears in love, 
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Calls back MIO Joys, and warms us into tranſport, 
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And the fierce youth to languiſh at her feet. 
Begin: ev'n age itſelf is chear'd with muſic ; 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth, 


[Ae 
SONG, 
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% As, flay! ah, turn ! ah, whither would you fly, 
Too charming, too relentleſs maid ? 
&« % follow not to conquer, but to die; 140 
« You of the fearful are afraid. 


& n vain] call; for  ſbe, like fleeting air, 

&« When preſs'd by ſome tempeſtuous wind, 
« Flies ſwifter from the voice of my deſpair, 
% Nor cafts one pitying look behind.” 


Sci. Take care my gates be open, bid all welcome; 
All who rejoice with me to-day are friends : 
Let each indulge his genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and ſwell the feaſt with mirth; 
The ſprightly bowl ſhall chearfully go round, 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wile 
Loſſes and diſappointments, cares and poverty, 
The rich man's inſolence, and great man's ſcorn, 
In wine ſhall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh, grant, ye pow'rs, that I may ſee theſe happy, 


[ Pointing to Alt. and Cal. 
Completely bleſt, and I have life enough; 
And ave the reſt indifferently to fate, [ Exeunt. 
B 3 
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Hor. What if, while all are here intent on revelling, 
I privately went forth, and ſought Lothario? 160 
This letter may be forg'd ; perhaps the wantonneſs 
Of his vain youth, to ſtain a lady's fame; | 
Perhaps his malice to diſturb my friend. 
Oh, no! my heart forebodes it muſt be true. 
Methought, ev'n now, I mark'd the ſtarts of guilt 
That ſhook her ſoul ; tho? damn'd diſſimulation 
Screen'd her dark thoughts, and ſet to public view 
A ſpecious face of innocence and beauty. 
Oh, falſe appearance! What is all our ſovereignty, 
Our boaſted pow'r ? When they oppoſe their arts, 
6 Still they prevail, and we are found their fools.” 
With ſuch ſmooth looks, and many a gentle word, 
The firſt fair ſhe beguil'd her eaſy lord; | 
Too blind with love and beauty to beware, 
He fell unthinking in the fatal ſnare ; 
Nor could believe that ſuch a heav'nly face 
Had bargain'd with the devil, to damn her wretched 
e. Bering [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


The Street near Sr Palace. Enter LoTHAR1O 
and Rossano. 


Lath To tell thee then the purport of my thoughts ; ; 
The loſs of this fond paper would not give me 
A moment of diſquiet, were it not 180 
My inſtrument of vengeance on this Altamont ; 
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Therefore Fmean to wait ſome opportunity 


Of ſpeaking with the maid we ſaw this morning. 
Ros. I wiſh you, Sir, to think upon the danger 
Of being ſeen; to-day their friends are round em; 
And any eye that lights by chance on you, 
Shall put your life and ſafety to the hazard. 
| [ They confer * 


Enter Honk AT1o0. 


Hor. Still T muſt doubt ſome myſtery of miſchief, 
Some artifice beneath. Lothario's father ! 
I knew him well ; he was ſagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in words, and bold in peaceful counſels, 


But of a cold, inactive hand in war; 


Yet, with theſe coward's virtues, he undid 
My unſuſpecting, valiant, honeſt friend. 
This ſon, if fame miſtakes not, is more hot, 
More open and unartful— Ha! he's here! [ Seeing him. 
Loth. Damnation! He again! This ſecond time 
To- day he has croſs'd me, like my evil genius. 
Hor. 1 ſought you, Sir. 


Loth. "Tis well then I am found. 200 
Hor. *Tis well you are. The man who wrongs my 
friend | 


To the earth's utmoſt verge I would purſue, 


No place, tho? e'er ſo 2 7 ſhould protect him; | 


No ſhape that artful fear e'er form'd ſhould hide him, 
Till he fair anſwer made, and did me juſtice. 

Loth. Ha! doſt thou know me, that I am Lothario? 
As great a name as this proud city boaſts of. 
Who is this mighty man, then, this Horatio, 
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That I ſhould baſely hide me from his anger, 6 
Left he ſhould chide me for his friend's diſpleaſure? 
Hor. The brave, tis true, do never ſhun the light; 
Juſt are their thoußhts, and open are their tempers, 
Freely without diſguiſe they love and hate, 
Still are they found in the fair face of day, 
And Heav'n and men are jndges of their actions. 
Leth. Such let em be of mine; there's not a purpoſe 


Which my ſoul e' er fram'd, or my hand acted, 
But I could well have bid the world look on, 


And what I once durſt do, have dar'd to juſtify. 
Hor. Where was this open boldneſs, this free ſpirit, 
When but this very morning I ſurpriz'd thee, 221 
In baſe, diſhoneſt privacy, conſulting | 
And bribing a poor mercenary wretch, 
To ſell her lady's ſecrets, ſtain her honour, 
And, with a forg'd contrivance, blaſt her virtue ?— 
At fight of me thou fled'ſt. 
Loth. Ha! fled from thee ?, 
Hor. Thou fled'ſt, and guilt was on thee,like a hich, 
A pilferer, deſcry'd in ſome dark corner, 
Who there had lodg'd, with miſchievous intent, 
To rob and ravage at the hour of reſt. 
And-do a midnight murder on the ſleepers. | 
Loth. Slave ! villain ! 
[Offers to draw, Ross anc holds him. 
Ros. Hold, my lord! think where you are, | 
Think how unſafe and hurtful to your honour 
It were to urge a quarrel in this place, 


And ſhock the peaceful city with a broil. 


Loth. Then nee thou doſt provoke my vengeance, 


* 


ſe 
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I would not, for this city's wealth, for all 
Which the ſea wafts to our Ligurian ſhore, 240 


But that the joys I reap'd with that fond wanton, 
The wife of Altamont, ſhould be as public 


As is the noon-day ſun, air, earth, or water, 


Or any common benefit of nature. 

Think'ſt thou I meant the ſhame ſhould be ou: 
Oh, no! by hell and vengeance, all I wanted 
Was ſome fit meſſenger to bear the news 

To thedull doating huſband : now I have found him, 
And thou art he. | : 
Hor. I hold thee baſe enough | 

To break through law, and ſpurn at ſacred order, 

And do a brutal injury like this. 

Yet mark me well, young lord ; I think Caliſta 


Too nice, too noble, and too great of ſoul, 


To be the prey of ſuch a thing as thou art. 
*T'was baſe and poor, unworthy of a man, 
To forge a ſcroll ſo villanous and looſe, 
And mark it with a noble lady's name : | 
Theſe are the mean diſhoneſt arts of cowards, _ 
Strangers to manhood, and to glorious dangers ; 260 
Who, bred at home in idleneſs and riot, 
Ranſack for miſtreſſes th? unwholeſome ſtews, 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 
Loth. Think'ſ thou I forg'd the letter? Think fo 
ſtill, 
Till the broad ſhame come aring in thy face, 
And boys ſhall hoot the cuckold as he paſſes. 
Hor. Away! no woman could deſcend ſo low: 


! 


A ſkipping, dancing, worthleſs tribe you are; 


Fit only for yourſelves : you herd together ; 
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And when the circling glaſs warms your vain hearts, 
You talk of beauties that you never ſaw, 
And fancy raptures that you never knew. 
„Legends of ſaints who never yet had being, 
% Or being, ne' er were ſaints, are not ſo falſe 
« As the fond tales which you recount of love.“ 
Loth. But that I do not hold it worth my leiſure ; ; 
I could produce ſuch damning proof 
Hor. Tis falſe! | 
You blaſt the fair with lies, becauſe they ſcorn you, 
Hate you like age, like uglineſs and impotence : 280 
Rather than make you bleſt, they would die virgins, 
And ftop the propagation of mankind. 
Loth. Tt is the curſe of fools to be ſecure, 
And that be thine and Altamont's. Dream on; 
Nor think upon my vengeance till thou feel'ſt it. 
Hor. Hold, Sit; another word, and then farewel : 
Tho? I think ready of Califta's virtue, 
And hold it far beyond thy pow'r to hurt ; 
Yet, as ſhe ſhares the honour of my Altamont, 
That treaſure of a ſoldier, bought with blood, 
And kept at life's expence, I muſt not have 
(Mark me, young Sir) her very name profan'd. 
Learn to reftrain the licence of your ſpeech ; 
*Tis held you are too laviſh, When you are met 
Among your ſet of fools, talk of your dreſs, 
Of dice, of whores, of horſes and yourſelves i 
"Tis ſafer, and becomes your underſtandings. 
Loth. What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn order, 
And, in defiance of the ſtern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer thoughts, let laughter looſe, | 300 
And uſe his facred friendſhip for our mirth ? 
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Hor. Till well, Sir, you are pleaſant—— 
Loth. By the joys 

Which my ſoul yet has uncontrol'd purſu'd, 

I would not turn aſide from my leaſt pleaſure, 


W Tho” all thy force were arm'd to bar my way; 
But like the birds, great Nature's happy commoners, 


That haunt in woods, in meads, and flow'ry gardens, 
Rifle the ſweets and taſte the choiceſt fruits, 


Vet ſcorn to aſk the lordly owner's leave. 


Hor. What liberty has vain preſumptuous youth, 
That thou ſhould*ſt dare provoke me unchaſtis*d ? 
But henceforth, boy, I warn thee, ſhun my walks. 
If in the bounds of yon forbidden place 


4 Again thou'rt found, expect a puniſhment, 


Such as great ſouls, impatient of an injury, 

Exact from thoſe who wrong em much, ev'n death; 
Or ſomething worſe: an injur'd huſband's vengeance 
Shall print a thouſand wounds, tear thy fair form, 


| And ſcatter thee to all the winds of Heav'n. 320 


Loth. Is then my way in Genoa preſcrib'd 
By a dependent on the wretched Altamont, 
A talking Sir, that brawls for him in taverns, 
And vouches for his valour's reputation ? 
For. Away! thy ſpeech is fouler than thy manners. 
Loth. Or, if there be a name more vile, his paraſite ; 
A beggar's paraſite ! 
Hor. Now learn humanity, 
| [ Offers to frike him, Rost ao interpoſes. 
Since brutes and boys are only taught with blows. 
Loth. Damnation ! | [ They draw. 
Ros, Hold, this goes no further here. 


Horatio, *tis too much ; already ſee 


The crowd are gath'ring to us. 
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Loth. Oh, Roſſano ! 
Or give me way, or thou'rt no more my friend. 
Ros. Sciolto's ſervants, too, have ta' en th' alarm; 
You'll be oppreſs'd by numbers. Be advis'd, 
Or J muſt force you hence. Tak't on my word, 
You ſhall have juſtice done you on Horatio. 
Put up, my lord. 340 
Loth. This wo' not brook delay ; | 
Weſt of the town a mile, among the rocks, 
Two hours ere noon, to-morrow, I expect thee, 
Thy ſingle hand to mine. 
Hor. I'll meet thee there. 
Loth. To-morrow, Oh, my better ſtars ! to-morrow 
Exert your influence ; ſhine ſtrongly for me ; 
*Tis not a common conqueſt I would gain, 
Since love as well as arms, muſt grace my triumph. 
Ereunt LOTHARIO and Ross Ano. 
har, Two hours ere noon to-morrow ! ha 1 ere that 
He fees Caliſta! Oh, unthinking fool. 
What if I urg'd her with the crime and 8 J 
If any ſpark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 
Within her breaſt, my breath perhaps may wake it. 
Could I but proſper there, I would not doubt 
My combat with that loud vain-glorious boaſter. 
Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but think how ſeldom fools are juſt, 
So many of your ſex would not in vain 
Of broken vows, and faithleſs men, complain : 360 
Of all the various wretches love has made, 42 
How few have been by men of ſenſe betray d? 
Convinc'd by reaſon, they your pow'r confeſs, 
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Pleas d to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, 
And conſcious of your worth can never love you leſs. 
; [ Exit. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


An Apartment in $c10.T0o's Palace. Enter Scior ro 
and CALISTA. 
Sciolto. 


Now, by my life, my honour, tis too much 
Have I not mark'd thee, wayward as thou art, 


Perverſe and ſullen all this day of joy? 


When ev'ry heart was cheer'd and mirth went round, 


Sorrow, diſpleaſure, and repining anguiſh, 


Sat on thy brow ; © like ſome malignant planet, 
« Foe to the harveſt and the healthy year, 
« Who ſcowls adverſe, and lours upon the world; 


» 


When all the other ſtars, with gentle aſpect, 


« Propitious ſhine, and meaning good to man. 
Cal. Is then the taſk of duty half perform'd? 


Has not your daughter giv'n herſelf to Altamont, 


Yielded the native freedom of her will 
To an imperious huſband's lordly rule 
To gratify a father's ſtern command? 
Sci. Doſt thou complain? 
Cal. For pity do not frown then, 
If in deſpite of all my vow'd obedience, 
A ſigh breaks out, or a tear falls by chance : 


| 
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For, Oh! that ſorrow which has drawn your anger, 
Is the ſad native of Caliſta's breaſt : 
And once poſſeſs d, will never quit its dwelling, 
« Till life, the prop of all, ſhall leave the OG 
« To tumble down, and moulder into ruin.” 

Sci. Now by the ſacred duſt of that dear faint 


That was thy mother; © by her wond'rous goodneſs, 


“Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying ſweetneſs,” 
I ſwear, ſome ſullen thonght that ſhuns the light, 
Lurks underneath that ſadneſs in thy viſage. | 
But mark me well, tho'by yon Heav'n I love thee 
As much, I think, as a fond 2 can; 

Yet ſhould'it thou, (which the pow'rs above forbid) 


Eꝰer ſtain the honour of thy name with infamy, 


T'll caſt thee off, as one whoſe impious hands 
Had rent aſunder nature's neareſt ties, 
Which, once divided, never join again. 
To-day I've made a noble youth thy huſband ! 
Conſider well his worth; reward his love; 
Be willing to be happy a and thou art ſo. 
[Ex ScroLT0. 
Cal. How hard is the condition of our ſex, 40 
'Thro' ev'ry ſtate of life the ſlaves of man 
In all the dear delightful days of youth 
A rigid father diQates to our wills, 
And deals out pleaſure with a ſcanty hand, 
To his, the tyrant huſband's reign ſucceeds ; 
Proud with opinion of ſuperior reaſon, 
He holds domeſtic bus'neſs and devotion 
All we are capable to know, and ſhnts us, 
Like cloiſter'd ideots, from the world's acquaintance, 
And all the joys of freedom. Wherefore are we 
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Born with high fouls, but to aſſert ourſelves, 
Shake off this vile obedience they exact, 
And claim an equal empire o'er the world? 


Enter HoxaTio. 


Hor. She's here ! yet, Oh! my tongue is at a loſs. 
Teach me, ſome pow'r, that happy art of ſpeech, 
To dreſs my purpoſe up in gracious words 
Such as may ſoftly ſteal upon her ſoul, 
And never waken the tempeſtuous paſſions. 
By Heav'n ſhe weeps ! Forgive me, fair Caliſta, 
If I prefume on privilege of friendſhip, 60 
To join my grief to yours, and mourn the evils 
That hurt your peace, and quench thoſe eyes in tears. 
Cal. To ſteal, unlook'd for, on my private ſorrows 
Speaks not the man of honour, nor the friend, 
But rather means the fpy.  _ 
Hor. Unkindly ſaid ! 
For, Oh! as ſure as you accuſe me falſely, 
I come to prove myſelf Califta's friend, 
Cal. You are my huſband's friend, the friend of 
Altamont ! 
Hor. Are you not one? Are you not join'd by 
Heaven, 
Each interwoven with the other's fate? 
Are you not mixt like ſtreams of meeting rivers, 
Whoſe blended waters are no more diſtinguiſh'd, 
But roll into the ſea, one common flood? 
Then who can give his friendſhip but to one? 
Who can be Altamont's and not Caliſta's? 
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Cal. Force, and the wills of our imperious rulers, 
May bind two bodies in one wretched chain 
But minds will ſtill look back to their own choice. 


So the poor captive in a foreign realm, 80 2 


ce Stands on the ſhore, and ſends his wiſhes _ 
“To the dear native land from whence he came.“ 


Hor. When ſouls that ſhould agree to will the | 


ſame, 
To have one common object for their Ades 
Look different ways, regardleſs of each other, 
Think what a train of wretchedneſs enſues: 
Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the genial bed, 
The night ſhall all be lonely and unquiet, 
And ev'ry day fhall be a day of cares. 
Cal. Then all the boaſted office of thy friendſhip, 
Was but to tell Caliſta what a wretch ſhe is. 
Alas ! what needed that ? 
Hor. Oh! rather ſay, 
I came to tell her how ſhe might be hwy ; 
To ſooth the ſecret anguiſh of her ſoul ; | 
To comfort that fair mourner, that "FM one, 
And teach her ſteps to know the paths of peace. 
Cal. Say thou, to whom this paradiſe is known, 
Where lies the bliſsful region? Mark my way to it, 
For, Oh ! tis ſure I long to be at reſt. 1oo 
Hor. Then —to be good is to be happy— Angels 
Are happier than mankind, becauſe they're better. 
Guilt is the ſource of ſorrow ! tis the fiend, 
Th' avenging fiend that follows us behind 
With whips and ſtings. The bleſt know none of this, 
But reſt in everlaſting peace of mind, 
And find the height of all their beav'n is goodneſs. 
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Cal. And what bold paraſite's officious tongue 
Shall dare to tax Califta's name with guilt ? 

Hor. None ſhould ; but 'tis a buſy, talking world, 
That with licentious breath blows like the wind, 

As freely on the palace as the cottage. | 

Cal. What myſtic riddle lurks beneath thy OY 
Which thou would*ft ſeem unwilling to expreſs, 

As if it meant diſhonour to my virtue ? 
Away with this ambiguous ſhuffling phraſe, 
And let thy oracle be underſtood. 

Hor. Lothario ! | 

Cal. Ha! what would ſt * mean by him? 

Hor. Lothario and Caliſta! thus they join 120 
Two names, which Heay'n decreed ſhould never meet. 
Hence have the talkers of this populous city 
A ſhameful tale to tell, for public ſport, 

Of an unhappy beauty, a falſe fair one, 
Who plighted to a noble youth her faith, 
When the had giy'n her honour to a wretch, 

Cal. Death and confuſion ! Have I liv'd to this? 

Thus to be treated with unmanly inſolence ! 
To be the ſport of a looſe ruffian's tongue! 
Thus to be us'd! thus! like the vileſt creature, 

That ever was a ſlave to vice and infamy. 

Hor. By honour and fair truth, you wrong me much; 
For, on my foul, nothing but ſtrong neceſſity 
Could urge my tongue to this ungrateful office, 

I came with ſtrong reluctance, as if death 

Had ſtood acroſs my way, to ſave your honour, 
Your's and Sciolto's, your's and Altamont's ; 
Like one who ventures through a burning pile; 
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To ſave his tender wife, with all her brood 
Of little fondlings, from the dreadful ruin. 140 
Cal. Is this the famous friend of Altamont, 

For noble worth and deeds of arms renown d? 

Is this the tale bearing officious fellow, 

That watches for intelligence from eyes; 

This wretched Argus of a jealous huſband, 

That fills his eaſy ears with monſtrous tales, 

And makes him toſs, and rave, and wreak at og 

Bloody revenge on his defenceleſs wife, 

Who guiltleſs dies, becauſe her fool ran mad ? 
Hor, Alas! this rage is vain z for if your fame 

Or peace be with your care, you muſt be calm, 

And liſten to the means are left to ſave em. 

'Tis now the lucky minute of your fate. 

By me your genius ſpeaks, by me it warns you, 

Never to ſee that curſt Lothario more; 

Unleſs you mean to be defpis'd, be ſhunn'd 

By all our virtuous maids and noble matrons ; 

Unleſs you have devoted this rare beauty | 

To infamy, diſeaſes, proſtitution 
Cal. Diſhonour blaſt thee, baſe, unmanner'd ſlave ! 

That dar'ſt forget my birth, and ſacred ſex, 161 

And ſhock me with the rnde, unhallow'd ſound! 
Hor. Here kneel, and in the awful face of Heav'n 

Breathe out a ſolemn vow, never to ſee, 

Nor think, if poſſible, on him that ruin'd thee ; 

Or, by my Altamont's dear life, I ſwear, 

This paper; nay, you muſt not fly— This paper, 

Holding her. 
| This guilty paper ſhalt divulge your ſhame—— 
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Cal. What mean'ft thou by that paper? What con- 
trivance 
Haſt thou been forging to deceive my father; 
To turn his heart his wretched daughter, 
That Altamont and thou may ſhare his wealth? 
A wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 
The weakneſs of my ſex. Oh, for a ſword, 
To urge my vengeance on the villain's hand 
That forg'd the ſcroll ! | 
Hor. Behold! Can this be forg'd ? 


See where Califta's name [ Shewing the letter near. 
To atoms thus, [ Tearing it. 


Thus let me tear the vile, deteſted falſhood, 180 
The wicked, lying evidence of ſhame. 

Hor, Confufion ! 

Cal. Henceforth, thou officious fool, 
Meddle no more nor dare, ev'n on thy life, 
To breathe an accent that may touch my virtue. 
I am myſelf the guardian of my honour, 

And will not bear ſo inſolent a monitor. 


Enter ALTAMONT. 


Att. Where is my life, my love, my charming bride, 
Joy of my heart, and pleaſure of my eyes. 
The wiſh, and care, and buſineſs of my youth ? 
r Oh, let me find her, ſnatch her to my breaſt, 
ce And tell her ſhe delays my bliſs too long, 
“Till my ſoft ſoul ev'n ſickens with deſire.” 
Diſorder'dl and in tears !—Horatia too! 
My friend is in amaze What can it mean? 
Tell me, Caliſta, who has done thee wrong, 


48 THE FAIR PENITENT. Ac 11, 


That my ſwift ſword may find out the offender, 
And do thee ample juſtice. 
Cal. Turn to him, 


Alt. Horatio. 200 


Cal. To that inſolent. 

Alt. My friend! 
Could he do this ? He, who was half myſelf? 
6 One faith has ever bound us, and one reaſon 
“ Guided our wills. Have I not found him juſt, 
« Honeſt as truth itſelf? And” could he break 
Ihe ſanctity of friendſhip ? Could he wound 
The heart of Altamont in his Caliſta ? 

Cal. I thought what juſtice I ſhould find from thee ! 
Go fawn upon him, liſten to his tale, 
Applaud his malice, that would blaſt my fame, 
And treat me like a common proſtitute. 
Thou art perhaps confederate in his miſchief, 
And wilt believe the legend, if he tells it. 


Alt. Oh, impious ! what preſumptuous wretch ſhall 


dare | 
To offer at an injury like that ? 
Prieſthood, nor age, nor cowardice itſelf, 
Shall ſave him from the fury of my vengeance. 
| Cal. The man who dar'd to do it was Horatio; 
Thy darling friend; twas Altamont's Horatio. 220 
But mark me well; while thy divided heart, 
Doats on a villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
No force ſhall drag me to thy hated bed. 
Nor can my cruel father's pow'r do more 
Than ſhut me in a cloiſter: there, well pleas'd, 
Religious hardſhips will I learn to bear, 
To faſt and freeze at midnight hours of pray'r ; 
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Nor think it hard, within a lonely cell, 
With-melancholy, ſpeechleſs ſaints to dwell ; 

But bleſs the day I to that refuge ran, 

Free from the marriage chain, and from that tyrant, 


man. [Exit Caliſta. 
Alt. She's gone; and, as ſhe went, ten thouſand 
fires 


Shot from her angry eyes; as if ſhe meant 
Too well to keep the cruel vow ſhe made. 
Now, as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me, 
What means this wild confuſion in thy looks; 
As if thou wert at variance with thyſelf, 


Madneſs and reaſon combating within thee, 


And thou wert doubtful which ſhould get the better ? 
Hor. I would be dumb for ever; but thy fate 240 
Has otherwiſe decreed it. Thou haſt ſeen 
That idol of thy ſoul, that fair Caliſta 
Thou haſt beheld her tears. 
Alt. I have ſeen her weep 
[ have ſeen that lovely one, that dear Caliſta, 
Complaining, in the bitterneſs of ſorrow, 
That thou, my friend, Horatio, thou haſt wrong'd 


her. 
Hor. That I have wrongtd her! had her eyes been 
fed 
From that rich ſtream which warms her hearty and 
number'd 


For ev'ry falling tear a drop of blood, 
It had not been too much ; for ſhe has ruin'd thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont. She has undone thee, 
Alt, Doſt thou join ruin with Caliſta's name? 
What is ſo fair, ſo exquiſitely good? 
C 
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Is ſhe not more than painting can expreſs, 

Or youthful poets fancy when they love ? 

5 Does ſhe not come, like wiſdom, or good fortune, 
«© Replete with bleſſings, giving wealth and honour ? | 
« The dowry which ſhe brings is peace and pleaſure, | 


And everlaſting joys are in her arms.” 260 | 
Hor. It had been better thou had'ſt liv'd a beggar, 

And fed on ſcraps at great men's ſurly doors, 

Than to have match'd with one ſo falſe; ſo fatal. : ] 


Alt. It is too much for friendſhip to allow thee. 
Becauſe I tamely bore the wrong thou didſt her, 
Thou doſt avow the barb'rous, brutal part, 

And urge the injury ev'n to my face. 

Hor. 1 ſee ſhe has got poſſeſſion of thy heart; 
She has charm'd thee, like a ſyren, to her bed, , 
With looks of love, and with enchanting ſounds : 1 
Too late the rocks and quickſands will appear, 

When thou art wreck'd upon the faithleſs ſhore, 
Then vainly wiſh thou had'ſt not left thy friend, 
To follow her deluſion. | | 

Alt. If thy friendſhip 
Do churliſhly deny my love a room, 

It is not worth my keeping : I diſclaim it. 

Hor. Canſt thou ſo ſoon forget what I've been to 

thee ? 

I ſhar'd the taſk of nature with thy father, 

And form'd with care thy unexperienc'd youth 280 

To virtue and to arms. 

Thy noble father, Oh, thou light young man! 
Wou'd he have us d me thus? One fortune fed us; 

For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 

Together flouriſh'd, and together fell. 


en to 


41 1 THE FAIR PENITENT. 51 
He call'd me friend, like thee: wou'd he have left 


me | 
Thus, for a woman, and a vile one, too? 
Al. Thou canſt not, dar'ſt not mean it! Speak 
again, 
Say, who is vile; but dare not name Caliſta. 
Hor. I had not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compell'd, 
And forc'd to clear myſelf ; but ſince thus urg'd, 
] muſt avow, I do not know a viler. 


Alt. Thou wert my father's friend; he lov'd thee 
well ; 


« A kind of yenerable mark of him 

« Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my ven- 

geance,” 

I cannot, dare not lift my * againſt thee, 

But henceforth never let me ſee thee more. 

| [ Going out. 
a 1 love thee till, ungrateful as thou art, 

And muſt and will preſerve thee from diſhonour, 

Ev'n in deſpite of thee. [ Holds him. 
Alt. Let go my arm. 301 
Hor. If honour be thy care, if thou would'ſt live 

Without the name of credulous, wittol huſband, 

Avoid thy bride, ſhun her deteſted bed, | 

The joys it yields are daſk'd with poiſon 
Alt, Off ! 

Jo urge me but a minute more is fatal. 
Hor. She is polluted, ftain'd 
Alt. Madneis and raging ! 

But hence 


Hor. Diſhonour'd by the man you hate 
C2 
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Al. I pr'ythee looſe me yet, for thy own _= 
If life be worth the keeping 

Hor. By Lothario. 
Al. Perdition take thee, villain, for the falſehood |! 
[ Strikes him, 

| Now, nothing but thy life can make atonement. 
Hor. A blow! thou haſt us d me well L Draws. 

Alt. This to thy heart ö 
Hor. Vet hold By Heav'n his father's in his face! 


Spite of my wrongs, my heart runs o'er with tender- 


neſs 321 
And J could rather die myſelf than . kim. 
Al. Defend thyſelf ; for by my much wrong'd 
love, 
I ſwear, the poor evaſion ſhall not fave thee. 
Hor. Yet hold—* thou know'ſt I dare—think how 
we've liv'd 
[ They feght; Altamont preſſes on ne, who 
retires. 
« Nay then, *tis brutal violence; and thus, 
“Thus Nature bids me guard the life ſhe gave. 
« [ T hey fight. ” 


Lavix14 enters, and runs betaveen their ſwords. 


Lav. My brother, my Horatio! Is it poſſible ! 
Oh, turn your cruel ſwords upon Lavinia. 
If you muſt quench your impious rage in blood, 
Behold, my heart ſhall give you all her ſtore, 
To ſave thoſe dearer ſtreams that flow from yours. 


_ LY „ 


I 22 


we 
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Alt. Tis well thou haſt found a ſafe-guard; none 
but this, 


| | No pow” r on earth could fave thee from my fury. 


% Lav. O fatal, deadly ſound !” 
Hor. Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain boy! Haſt thou forgot the rev'rence 
Due to my arm, thy firſt, thy great example, 
Which pointed out thy way to noble daring, 
And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a man? 
Lav. What buſy, meddling fiend, what foe to good- 
neſs, 340 
Could kindle ſuch a difcord ? © Oh, lay by 
« Thoſe moſt ungentle looks, and angry weapons, 
« Unleſs you mean my griefs and killing fears 
« Should ſtretch me out at your relentleſs feet, 
« A wretched corſe, the victim of your fury.“ 
Hor. Aſk'ſt thou what made us foes? Twas baſe 
gratitude, _ 
Twas ſuch a fin to friendſhip, as Heav'n 's Mercy, 
That ſtrives with man's untoward, monſtrous wicked- 
neſs, | 
Unwearied with forgiving, fcarce could pardon. 
He who was all to me, child, brother, friend, 
With barb'rous, bloody malice, fought my life. 
Al. Thou art my ſiſter, and I ons not make 
thee | 
The lonely mourner of a widow'd bed; 
Therefore, thy huſband's life is ſafe : but warn him, 
No more to know this hoſpitable roof. 
He has but ill repaid Sciolto's bounty. 
We muſt not meet ; 'tis dangerous. Farewel. 
[He is going out, Lavinia holds him, 


54 THE FAIR PENITENT. Acer III. 
Lav. Stay, Altamont, my brother, ſtay; ce if ever 


Nature, or what is nearer much than nature, 
The kind conſent of our agreeing minds, 360 
« Have made us dear to one another, ſtay, 
* And ſpeak one gentle word to your Horatio. 
« Behold, his anger melts, he longs to love you, 
« To call you friend, then preſs you hard, with all 
« The tender, ſpeechleſs joy of reconcilement.“ 
Al. It cannot, ſhall not be — you muſt not hold 
ms. 
Lav. Look kindly, then. 
Alt. Each minute that 1 ſtay, 
Is a new injury to fair Caliſta. 
From thy falſe friendſhip, to her arms I'll fly ; 
« There, if in any pauſe of love I reſt, | 
“ Breathleſs with bliſs, upon her panting breaſt, 
In broken, melting accents, I will ſwear, 
« Henceforth to truſt my heart with none but her ;” 
Then own, the joys which on her charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithleſs friend. 
[Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and exit. 
Hor. Oh, raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the earth. 


It is too much; this tide of flowing grief, 


This wond'rous waſte of tears, too much to give 

To an ungrateful friend, and cruel brother. 380 
Lav. Is there not cauſe for weeping ? Oh, Ho- 

e 

A brother and a huſband were my treaſure, 

*T was all the little wealth that poor Lavinia 

Sav'd from the ſhipwreck of her father's fortunes. 

One half is loſt already. If thou leav'ſt me; 

If thou ſhould'ſt prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 


III. 


ver 


old 


80 
lo- 
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Whom ſhall J find to pity my diſtreſs, 
To have compaſſion on a helpleſs wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched head ? 
Hor. Why doſt thou wound me with thy ſoft com- 
plainings ? | 
Tho? Altamont be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forſaken ; for I'll keep thee 
Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happineſs. 
« Heav'n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of good- 
neſs, 
& And made thee all my portion here on earth: 
« Tt gave thee to me, as a large amends 
« For fortune, friends, and all the world beſide.” 
Lav. Then you will love me ſtill, cheriſh me 
ever, 
And hide me from misfortune in your foe. 400 
“Here end my cares, nor will I loſe one thought, 
«© How we ſhall live, or purchaſe food and raiment. 
The holy Pow'r, who cloaths the ſenſeleſs earth, 
% With woods, with fruits, with flow'rs, and verdant 
graſs, 
« Whoſe bounteous hand feeds the whole brute crea- 
tion, 
“ Knows all our wants, and has enough to give us.“ 


Hor. From Genoa, from falſhood and inconſtancy, 


To ſome more honeſt, diſtant clime we'll go. 
Nor will I be beholden to my country, | 
For aught but thee, the partner of my flight. 


« Lav. Yes, I will follow thee ; forſake, for thee, 
My country, brother, friends, ev'n all I have. 


© Tho? mine's a little all; yet were it more, 
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4 And better far, it ſhould be left for thee, 

« And all that I would keep, ſhould be Horatio. 

4 So, when a merchant ſees his veſſel loſt, 

4 Tho' richly freighted from a foreign coaſt, 

% 'Gladly, for life, the treaſure he would give; 

% And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live: 

« Gold, and his gains, no more employ his mind; 

« But, driving o'er the billows with the wind, 421 

« Cleaves to one faithful plank, and leaves the reſt be- 
hind, 4 [Exeunt, 


ACTIV. SCENE I. 
— 


DA Garden. Enter ALTAamonr, 


Altamont. | 


„% Wirth what unequal tempers are we form'd ? 
One day the ſoul, ſupine with eaſe and fulneſs, 
„ Revels ſecure, and fondly tells herſelf 

The hour of evil can return no more; 

4 The next, the ſpirits, pall d and fick of riot, 

&« Turn all to diſcord, and we hate our beings, 

„ Curſe the paſt joy, and think it folly all, 

6 Andbitterneſs and anguiſh. Oh, laft night! 
What has ungrateful beauty paid me back, 

<« For all the maſs of friendſhip which I ſquander'd ? 
« Coldneſs, averſion, tears, and ſullen ſorrow, | 


« Daſh'd all my bliſs, and damp'd my bridal bed. 
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« Soon as the morning dawn'd, ſhe vaniſh'd from 
me, 1 ä 

<« Relentleſs to the gentle call of love. 

« P'ye loſt a friend, and J have gain'd——a wife! 

« Turn not to thought, my brain; but let me find 

« Some unfrequented ſhade ; there lay me down, 

And let forgetful dulneſs fteal upon me, 

ce To ſoften and aſſuage this pain of thinking. 
[ Ext. - 


LoTaaro and CATLIs TA diſcovered. 


Loth. Weep not, my fair; but let the God of 
Love | 


43 Laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart, 


Kindle again his torch, and hold it high, 
To light us to new joys. Nor let a thought 
Of diſcord, or diſquiet paſt, moleſt thee ; 
But to a long oblivion give thy cares, 
And let us melt the preſent hour in bliſs. 
Cal. Seek not to ſooth me with thy falſe endear- 
ments, ; 
To charm me with thy ſoftneſs : tis in vain : _ 
Thou can'ſt no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 
The hours of folly, and of fond delight, 
Are waſted all, and fled ; thoſe that remain 
Are doom'd to weeping, anguiſh, and repentance. 
[ come to charge thee with a long account, 
Of all the ſorrows I have known already, 
And all I have to come; thou haſt undone me. 
Loth. Unjuſt Caliſta ! doſt thou call it ruin, 
To love as we have done; to melt, to languiſh, 
| SY | 
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To wiſh for ſomewhat exquiſitely happy, 

And then be bleſt ey'n to that wiſh's height? 

To die with joy, and ſtraight to live again; 40 
Speechleſs to gaze, and with tumultuous tranſport— 

Cal. Oh, let me hear no more; I cannot bear it; 
"Tis deadly to remembrance. Let that night, 
That gullty night, be blotted from the year; 

« Let not the voice of mirth or muſic know it; 

« [ct it be dark and deſolate ; no ſtars 

« To glitter o'er it; let it wiſh for light, ' 

Vet want it ſtill, and vainly wait the dawn ;” 

For 'twas the night that gave me up to ſhame, 

To ſorrow, to the falſe Lothario. . 

Loth. Hear this, ye pow 'rs! mark, how the * de- 

ceiver 

Sadly complains of violated truth; 

She calls me falſe, ev'n ſhe, the faithleſs he, 

Whom day and night, whom heav'n and earth haye 
heard 

Sighing to vow, and tenderly . 

Ten thouſand times, ſne would be only mine; 

And yet, behold, ſhe has given herſelf away, 

Fled from my arms, aud wedded to another, 

Ev'n to the man whom moſt J hate on earth. — 

Cal. Art thou ſo baſe to upbraid me with a crime, 
Which nothing but thy cruelty could cauſe ? 61 
If indignation raging in my ſoul, 

For thy unmanly inſolence and ſcorn, 

Urg'd me to a deed of deſperation, 

And wound thyſelf to be reveng'd on thee, 
Think whom I ſhould devote to death and hell, 
Whom curſe as my undoer, but Lothario ; 
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Hadft thou been juſt, not all Sciolto's pow'r, 

Not all the vows and pray'rs of ſighing Altamont, 

Could have prevail d, or won me to forſake thee. 
Loth. How have I faiPd in juſtice, or in love? 

Burns not my flame as brightly as at firſt ? 

Ev'n now my heart beats high, I languiſh for thee, 

My tranſports are as fierce,'as ſtrong my wiſhes, 

As if thou ne'er hadſt bleſt me with thy beauty. 
Cal. How didſt thou dare to think that I would 

live 5 

A ſlave to baſe deſires, and brutal 2 

To be a wretched wanton for thy leiſure, 

To toy, and waſte an hour of idle time with? 

My ſoul diſdains thee for ſo mean a thought. 80 
Loth. The driving ſtorm of paſſion will have way, 

And I muſt yield before it. Wert thou calm, 


Love, the poor criminal, whom thou haſt doom'd, 
Has yet a thouſand tender things to plead, 


To charm thy rage, and mitigate his fate. 


Enter behind them ALTA MONT. 


Alt, © T have loſt my peace” — Ha! do I live and 
wake ? | 
Cal. Hadſt thou been true, how 8 had I been! 
Not Altamont, but thou, hadſt been my lord. 
But wherefore nam'd I happineſs with thee ? 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt; 
For thee my ſecret ſoul each hour arraigns me, 
Calls me to anſwer for my virtue ſtain'd, 
My honour loſt to thee ; for thee it haunts me; 
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With ſtern Sciolto vowing vengeance on me: 
With Altamont complaining for his wrongs 
Al. Behold him here— [ Coming forward. 
Cal. Ah | [ Starting. 
Alt. The wretch! whom thou haſt made. 4 
Curſes and ſorrows haſt thou heap'd upon him, 99 
And vengeance is the only good that's left. [ Drawing. | 


Loth. Thou haſt ta'en me ſomewhat unawares, tis 


true: 
But love and war take turns, like day and night, 
And little preparation ſerves my turn, 
Equal to both, and arm'd for either field. 
We've long been foes, this moment ends our quar- 
_ neſs 
Earth, He's, and fair Caliſta judge the combat! 
Cal. Diſtraction! Fury! Sorrow! Shame! and 
death ! a 
An. Thou haſt talk'd too much, thy breath is 
poiſon to me; 
« It taints the ambient air ; this for my 8 
4 This for Sciolto, and this laſt for Altamont.“ 
[ They fight ; Lothario is wounded once or tawice, 
and then falls. 

Loth. Oh, Altamont ! thy genius is the ſtronger ! 
Thou haſt prevail d My fierce ambitious ſoul 
Declining droops, and all her fires grow pale; 

Yet let not this advantage ſwell thy pride, 

I conquer'd in my turn, in love I triumph'd. 

Thoſe joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of fate; 
That ſweet revenge comes {ſmiling to my thoughts, 
Adorns my fall, and cheers my heart in dying. 

| . Dies. 


1 


r 
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Cal. And what remains for me, beſet with ſname, 
Encompaſs'd round with wretchedneſs? There is 
But this one way to break the toil, and ſcape. 121 
L She catches up Lothario's ſword, and offers to 
kill herſelf ; Altamont runs to is and wreſts 
it from her. 
Alt. What means thy frantic rage! 
Cal. Off! let me go. 
Alt. Oh! thou haſt more than murder'd me ; yet 
A 
Still art thou here ! and my ſoul ſtarts with horror, 
At thought of any danger that may reach thee. 
Cal. Think i thou I mean to live? to be forgiv'n? 
Oh, thou haſt known but little of Caliſta! 
If thou had*ſt never heard my ſhame, if only 
The midnight moon and filent ſtars had ſeen it, 
I would not bear to be reproach'd by them, 
But dig down deep to find a grave beneath, 
And hide me from their beams. 
Sciolto avithin.] What, ho! my ſon ! 
« Alt. It is Sciolto calls; come near and find me; 
The wretched'ſt thing of all my kind on earth.” 
Cal. Is it the voice of thunder, or my father ? 
Madneſs ! Confuſion ! let the ſtorm come on, 
Let the tumultuous roar drive all upon me ; 
Daſh my devoted bark, ye ſurges, break it ! 140 
"Tis for my ruin that the tempeſt riſes, 
When I am loſt, ſunk to the bottom low, 
Peace ſhall return, and all be calm again. 
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Enter ScioL ro. 


. Sci. Ev'n now Roſſano leap'd the garden wall 
Ha ! Death has been among you— Oh, my fears! 
Laſt night thou had'ſt a diff rence with thy friend, 
The cauſe thou gavſt me was a damn'd one. | 
Did'ꝰſt thou not wrong the man who told thee truth? 
Anſwer me quick— 
Alt. Oh! preſs me not to ſpeak ; 
Ev'n now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead before you. See that body, 
And gueſs my ſhame : my ruin! Oh, Caliſta! 
Sci. It is enough! but I am ſlow to execute, 
And juſtice lingers in my lazy hand ; 
Thus let me wipe diſhonour from my name, 
And cut thee from the earth, thou ſtain to goodneſs — 
[Offers to kill Califta, Altamont holds him. 
Alt. Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raſh father, ſtay, 
Or turn the point on me, and through my breaſt 
Cut out the bloody paſſage to Caliſta : 160 
So ſhall my love be perfect, while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wiſh'd to live. 
Cal. No, Altamont; my heart that ſcorn'd thy 


love, 


Shall never be indebted to thy pity. 

'Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I ſeem, 
Still I have ſomething of Sciolto's virtue. 

Yes, yes, my father, I applaud thy juſtice; 
Strike home, and I will bleſs thee for the blow < 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain; 
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'Tis ſharp, tis terrible, and I could curſe 

The cheerful day, men, earth, and heav'n, and thee, 
Ev'n thee, thou venerable good old man, 

For being author of a wretch like me. 

Alt. Liſten not to the wildneſs of her raving; 
Remember nature! Should thy daughter's murder 
Defile that hand, ſo juſt, ſo great in arms, 

Her blood would reſt upon thee to poſterity, 
Pollute thy name, and fully all thy wars. 

Cal. Have I not wrong'd his gentle nature much? 
And yet behold him pleading for my life ! 180 
Loft as thou art to virtue, Oh, Caliſta ! 

1 think thou can'ſt not bear to be outdone; 
Then haſte to die, and be oblig'd no more. 
Sci. Thy pious care has giv'n me time to think, 
And ſav'd me from a crime; then reſt, my ſword ; 
To honour have I kept thee ever ſacred, 
Nor will I ſtain thee with a raſh revenge. 
But mark me well, I will have juſtice done; 
Hope not to bear away thy crimes unpuniſhed : 
Il will ſee juſtice executed on thee, 
Ev'n to a Roman ſtrictneſs; and thou, nature, 
Or whatſoe'er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 
Be ſtill; thy tender ſtrugglings are in vain, 
Cal. Then am I doom'd to live, and bear your 
triumph? 
To groan beneath your ſcorn and fierce upbraiding, 
Daily to be reproach'd, and have my miſery 
At morn, at noon, at night told over to me, 
« Leſt my remembrance might grow pitiful, 
« And grant a moment's interval of peace; 
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Is this, is this the mercy of a father? 200 
J only beg to die, and he denies me. 
Sci. Hence, from my ſight! thy father cannot bear 
thee 
Fly with thy infamy to ſome dark ll 
Where, on the confines of eternal night, 
Mourning, misfortune, cares, and anguiſh dwell ; 
Where ugly ſhame hides her opprobrious head, 
And death and hell deteſted rule maintain ; 
There howl out the remainder of thy life, 
And wiſh thy name may be no more remember'd. 
Cal. Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal place, 
And be more curs'd than you can wiſh I were ; 
This fatal form that drew on my undoing, 
Faſting, and tears, and hardſhip ſhall deſtroy ; 
Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will I know, 
Nor ought that may continue hated life. 
Then, when you ſee me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 
Stretch'd at my length, and dying in my cave, 
On that cold earth I mean ſhall be my grave, 
Perhaps you may relent, and ſighing ſay, 
At length her tears have waſh'd her ſtains away; 
At length 'tis time her puniſhment ſhould ceaſe ; 
_—_ thou poor ſuff' ring wretch, and be at peace. 
[Exit Caliſta, 
Sci. Who of my ſervants wait there? 


Enter two or three Servants. 


Raiſe that body, and bear it in. On your lives 
Take care my doors be gugrded well, that none 


Paſs out, or enter, but by my appointment. 
[Exeunt Servants, with Lothario's body. 
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Alt. There is a fatal fury in your viſage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces deſtruction. 
« My father, I am fick of many ſorrows, 
« Ev'n now my eaſy heart is breaking with em; 
« Yet, above all, one fear diſtracts me moſt ;* 
] tremble at the vengeance which you meditate 


On the poor, faithleſs, lovely, dear Caliſta. 


Sci. Haſt thou not read what brave Virginius did? 
With his own hand he flew his only daughter, 2 
To ſave her from the fierce Decemvir's luſt. 


= He flew her, yet unſpotted, to prevent 


The ſhame which ſhe might know. Then what ſhould 


1 do? 
But thou haſt ty'd my hand. ——1 wo? not kill her; 
Yet, by the ruin ſhe has brought upon us, 240 


The common infamy that brands us both, 
dhe ſhall not ſcape. 

Alt. You mean that ſhe ſhall die then ? 

Sci. Aſk me not what, nor how I have reſolv'd, 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 
Oh, Altamont ! What a-vait ſcheme of joy 
Has this one day deſtroy'd? Well did I hope 
This daughter would have bleſt my latter days; 
That I ſhould live to ſee you the world's wonder, 
So happy, great, and good that none were like you. 
While I, from buſy life and care ſet free, 
Had ſpent the evening of my age at home, 
Among a little prattling race of yours: 
There, like on old man, talk'd a-while, and then 
Laid down and ſlept in peace. Inſtead of this, 
Sorrow and ſhame muſt bring me to my grave 
« Oh, damn her! damm her!“ 
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Enter a Ae 


Serv. Arm yourſelf, my lord: 
Roſſano, who but now eſcap'd the garden, 
Has gather'd in the ſtreet a band of rioters, 260 
Who threaten you and all your friends with ruin, 


Unleſs Lothario be return'd in ſafety. [ Exit. 


Sci. By Heav'n, their fury riſes to my wiſh, 
Nor ſhall misfortune know my houſe alone, 
But thou, Lothario, and thy race ſhall pay me 
For all the ſorrows which my age is curs'd with. 
I think my name as great, my friends as potent, 
As any in the ſtate; all ſhall be ſummon'd; 

I know that all will join their hands to ours, 
And vindicate thy vengeance. When our force 
Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy ſword 
To join with us, and ſacrifice to juſtice, — 


ec Alt. There is a ſtupid weight upon my ſenſes; 
& A diſmal ſullen ſtillneſs, that ſucceeds 
6 The ftorm of rage and grief, like ſilent death, 
* After the tumult and the noiſe of life. 
6 Would it were death, as ſure 'tis wond'rous like it, 
&« For I am ſick of living; my ſoul's pall'd, 
& She kindles not with anger or revenge: 
& Love was th' informing, active fire within: 280 
Now that is quench'd, the maſs forgets to move, 
ce And longs to mingle with its kindred earth.” 


A tumultuous noiſe, with claſhing of fuer, 


as at a little diftance. 


1 wei ro Hoa 


[Exit Sciolto, | 


r IV. 


it. 


0. | 
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Enter LAvIx IA, with two Servants, their ſwords drawn. 


Lav. Fly, ſwiftly fly; to my Horatio's aid, 
Nor loſe your vain officious cares on me; 
Bring me my lord, my huſband, to my arms; 
He is Lavinia's life ; bring him me ſafe, 
And I ſhall be at eaſe, be well and happy. 
[Exeunt Servants. 
Alt. Art thou 13 ? Oh! what barb'rous hand 
Could wrong thy poor defenceleſs innocence, 
And leave ſuch marks of more than ſavage fury ? 
Lav. my brother! Oh, my heart is full of fears; 
Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds.— 
Not far from hence, as paſſing to the port, 
By a mad multitude we were ſurrounded, 
Who ran upon us with uplifted ſwords, 
And cry'd aloud for vengeance, and Lothario. 
My lord, with ready boldneſs, ſtood the ſhock, 
To ſhelter me from danger ; but in vain, 
Had not a party from Sciolto's palace 
Ruſh'd out, and ſnatch'd me from amidſt the fray. 
Alt. What of my friend ? 301 
Lav. Ha! by my joys, ts he! [ Looking out. 
He lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is ſafe! 


Enter Hon Ar 10, with tavo or three Servants, their ſwords 
drawn. 


Ser. Twere at the utmoſt hazard of your life 
To venture forth again, till we are ſtronger: 
Their number trebles ours, 
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Hor. No matter, let it; 
Death is not half ſo ſhocking as that traitor, 
My honeſt ſoul is mad with indignation, 
To think her plainneſs could be ſo abus'd, 
As to miſtake that wretch, and call him friend ; 
I cannot bear the fight. 

Ale. Open, thou earth, 
Gape wide, and take me down to thy dark Py 
To hide me from Horatio. | 

Hor. Oh, Lavinia! 
Believe not but I joy to ſee thee ſafe: 
Would our il]-fortune had not drove us hither : 
I could ev'n wiſh we rather had been wreck d 
On any other ſhore, than ſav'd on this. . 

Lav. Oh, let us bleſs the mercy that preſerv'd us, 
That gracious pow'r that ſav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the facrifice of praiſe, 
Offer forgiveneſs too; be thou like Heay'n, 
And put away th” offences of thy friend, 
Far, far from thy remembrance. 

« Alt, I have mark'd him, 
« To ſee if one forgiving glance ſtole hither ; 
be If any ſpark of friendſhip were alive, 
« That would by ſympathy at meeting glow, 
« And ftrive to kindle up the flame a-new ; 
« Tis loſt, tis gone; his ſoul is quite eſtrang'd, 
« And knows me for its counterpart no more. 

« Hor. Thou know'ſt thy rule, thy empire i in Ho- 
ratio; 

ce Nor canſt thou aſk in vain, command in vain, 
% Where nature, reaſon, nay, where love is judge; 
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«« But when you urge my temper to comply 
« With what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 
« Lav. Where didft thou get this ſullen gloomy 
hate ? 
« It was not in thy nature to be thus; 340 
Come, put it off, and let thy heart be cheerful, 
« Be gay again, and know the joys of friendſhip, - 


The truſt, ſecurity, and mutual tenderneſs, 


« The double joys, where each is glad for both; 
« Friendſhip, the wealth, the laſt retreat and ſtrength, 
« Secure againſt ill fortune, and the world.” 
Hor. I am not apt to take a light offence. 
But patient of the failings of my friends, 
And willing to forgive ; but when an injury 
Stabs to the heart, and rouſes my reſentment, 
(Perhaps it is the fault of my rude nature) 
I own, I cannot eaſily forgive it. 
Alt. Thou haſt forgot me. 
Hor. No. 
Alt. Why are thy eyes 
Impatient of me then, ſcornful, and fierce ? ? 
Hor. Becauſe they ſpeak the meaning of my 
heart ; 
Becauſe they're honeſt, and diſdain a Fa 
Alt. I've wrong'd thee much, Horatio. 
Hor. True, thou haſt. 360 
When I forget it, may I be a wretch, | 
Vile as thyſelf, a falſe perſidious fellow, 


An infamous, believing, Britiſh huſband. 
Alt. I've wrong'd thee much, and Heav'n has well 


aveng'd it. 
[ have not, ſince we patted, been at peace, 
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Nor known one joy ſincere; our broken friend- 
« Purſued me to the laſt retreat of love, | 
&* Stood glaring like a ghoſt, and made me cold with 
| horror. 
ce Misfortunes on misfortunes preſs upon me, 
* Swell o'er my head like waves, and daſh me down ; ; 
« Sorrow, remorſe, and ſhame, have torn my ſoul ; 
«« They hang, like winter, on my youthful hopes, 
* And blaſt the ſpring and promiſe of my year.” 
Lav. © So flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a grave, 
« To loſe their freſhneſs among. bones and rot- 
- tenneſs, 
« And have their odours ſtifled in the duſt.” 
Canſt thou hear this, thou cruel, hard _ ? 
Canſt thou behold thy Altamont undone ? 
at gentle, that * youth! canſt thou behold 
him,” 
His poor heart broken, Fee in his pale viſage, 380 
And groaning out his woes, yet ſtand unmov'd ? 


Hor. The brave and wile I pity in misfortune ; 
But when ingratitude and folly ſuffers, 


"Tis weakneſs to be touch'd. 

Alt. I wo*not aſk thee 
To pity or forgive me ; but confeſs, 
This ſcorn, this inſolence of hate, is juſt ; 
*Tis conſtancy of mind, and manly in thee. - 
But, Oh! had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding ſoftneſs in my heart 
Cou'd ne'er have ſtood it out; but I had ran, 
With ftreaming eyes, and open arms, upon thee, 
And preſs'd thee cloſe, cloſe ! 


V. 
end- 


vith 
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Hor. J muſt hear no more, 
Thy weakneſs is contagious; I ſhall catch it, 
And be a tame, fond wretch. 
Lav. Where would'ſt thou go:? 
Would'ft thou part thus? you ſhall not, 'tis impoſ- 
1 ä 
For I will has thy paſſage, kneeling thus 
Perhaps thy cruel hand may ſpurn me off, 409 
But I will throw my body in thy way, ; 
And thou ſhalt trample o'er my faithful boſom, 
Tread on me, wound me, kill me, ere thou pals. 
Alt. Urge not in vain thy pious ſuit, Lavinia, 
I have enough to rid me of my pain. 
Caliſta, thou hadſt reach'd my heart before; 
To make all ſure, my friend repeats the blow : 
But in the grave our cares ſhall be forgotten, _ 
There love and friendſhip ceaſe, [ Falls, 
[Lavinia runs to him, and endeavours to raife him. 
C Lav. Speak to me, Altamont. 
« He faints! he dies! Now, turn and ſee thy triumph! 
« My brother ! But our cares ſhall end together ; 
« Here will I Jay me down by thy dear fide, 


«© Bemoan thy too hard fate, then ſhare it with thee, 


« And never ſee my cruel lord again.” 
[Horatio runs to Altamont, and raiſes him in 
his arms. 
Hor. It is too much to bert Look up, my Alta- 
mont! 
My ſtubborn, unrelenting heart has Kill'd him. 


Lock up and bleſs me; tell me that thou liv'ſt. 


« Oh! I have urg'd 2 gentleneſs too far; 
[ He revives. 
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Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me; 420 
A flood of tenderneſs comes o'er my ſoul ; 
I cannot ſpeak—] love, forgive, and pity thee— 
Alt. I thought that — cou'd have ſtay'd my 
ſoul ; | | 
That long ere this her flight had reach'd the ſtars; 
But thy known voice has lur'd her back again. 
Methinks, I fain wou'd ſet all right with thee, 
Make up this moſt unlucky breach, and then, 
With thine and Heaven's forgiveneſs on my ſoul, 
Shrink to my grave, and be at eaſe for ever. 
Hor. By heav'n, my heart 3 for thee; e'n ds 
| moment, 
I feel thy pangs of diſappointed love. 
e Ts it not pity that this youth ſhould fall, 
&« That all his wond'rous goodneſs ſhould be loſt, 
c And the world never know it? Oh, my Altamont !”? 
Give me thy ſorrows, let me bear em for thee, 
And ſhelter thee from ruin. 
Lav. Oh, my brother, 
Think not but we will ſhare in all thy woes ; 
We'll fit all day, and tell fad tales of love: 
And when we light upon ſome faithleſs woman, ___ 
Some beauty, like Caliſta, falſe and fair, 
We'll fix our grief, and our complaining there ; 
We'll curſe the nymph that drew the ruin on, 


And mourn the youth that was, like thee, undone. 
LExeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


A Room hung with Black ; on one fide Lothario's Body 
on a Bier; on the other a Table, with a Scull and 
other Bones, a book and a Lamp on it. 


Caliſta 7 diſcovered on a Couch, in Black ; her Hair 
hanging looſe and diſordered. After ſoft Muſic, 
Jhe riſes and comes forward. 


« SONG. 


HE. AR, you midnight phantoms, hear, 
* You who pale and wan appear, | 0 
ce And fill the awretch who wakes with fear ; 
* You, who wander, ſcream and groan 
* Round the manſions once your own ; 
* You, who flill your crimes upbraid ; 
c You who reſt not with the dead; 
« From the coverts where you ftray, 
&« Where you lurk and ſhun the day, 
« From the charnel and the tomb, 
* Hither haſte ye, hither come. 
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« Chide Caliſta for delay, 

«c Tell her, *tis for her you ſlay ; 

« Bid her die and come away. 

ce See the ſexton with his ſpase, 


e See the grave already made; 
« Liſten, fair one, to thy knell, 


« T his mufic is thy paſſing bell.” 
Cal. 'Tis well I theſe ſolemn ſounds, this pomp of 


horror, 

Are fit to feed the frenzy i in my ſoul. 
Here's room for meditation ev'n to madneſs ; 3 
Till the mind durſt with thinking. This dull flame 
Sleeps in the ſocket. Sure the book was left 
To tell me ſomething ;—for inſtruction then 
He teaches holy ſorrow and contrition, 
And penitence.— Is it become an art, then? 
A trick that lazy, dull, luxurious gownmen 
Can teach us to do over? II no more ont; 

® 5 LP ready the book. 
T have more real anguiſni in my heart, 
Than all their pedant difcipline e er knew. 
What charnel has been rifled for theſe bones? 
Fie ! this is pageantry j chey Wok uncouthly, 
But what of that, if he or ſhe that own'd em 
Safe from diſquiet fit, and ſmile to ſee 
The farce their tniſerable relicts play? 
But here's a ſight is terrible indeed! 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay, Lothario, 
That dear perfidious— Ahl —how pale he looks ! 
Hou grim with clotted blood, and thoſe dead eyes! 
Aſcend, ye ghoſts, fantaſtic forms of night, 40 


20 


þ. 


0 


Be ſtrong to bear his fatal indignation, 


My daughter. 
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In all your difPrent dreadful ſhapes aſcend, | 
And match the preſent horror, if you can. 


Enter Sciol ro. | 
Sei. This dead of night, this dent hour of dale 


neſs, 
Nature for reſt ordain'd, and ſoft mY ; 
And yet diſtraction, and tumultuous Jars, 
Keep all our frighted citizens awake : 
«© The ſenate, weak, divided, and irreſolute, 
Want pow'r to ſuccour the afflicted ſtate. | 
6 Vainly in words and long debates they're wiſe, 
& While the fierce factions ſcorn their peaceful 
orders, : 
e And drown the voice of law in noiſe and anarchy.” 
Amidft the general wreck, ſee where ſhe ſtands, 
| [ Pointing to Caliſta. 
Like Helen, in the night! when Troy was ſack d, 
Spectatreſs of the miſchief which ſhe made. 
Cal. It is Sciolto ! Be thyſelf, my ſoul; 


That he may ſee thou art not loft ſo far, 
But ſomewhat ſtill of his "Nw ner lives 
In the forlorn Caliſta. | 

Sci. Thou wert once 


Cal. Happy were it I had dy'd; 
And never loſt that name. 
Sci. That's ſomething yet; 
Thou wert the very 9 of my age: * 
D 2 


75 * 
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I thought the day too ſhort to gaze upon thee, 

That all the bleſſings I could aher for thee, 

By cares on earth, and by my pray'rs to Heav'n, 

Were little for my fondneſs to beſtow ; 

Why didſ thou turn to folly, then, and curſe me? 
Cal. Becauſe, my ſoul was rudely drawn from 

yours ; 

A poor imperfect copy of my father, 

«© Where goodneſs, and the ſtrength of manly virtue, 

% Was thinly planted, and the idle void 

« FilPd up with light belief, and eaſy fondneſs 1% 

It was, becauſe I lov'd, and was a woman. | 
Sci, Hadft thou been honeſt, thou qhadſt been a 

cC.herubim; 

But of that j joy, as of a gem long loſt, 

Beyond redemption gone, think we no more. 

Haſt thou e*er dard to meditate on death? 80 
Cal. I have, as on the end of ſhame and ſorrow. 
Sci. Ha] anſwer me! Say, haſt thou coolly 

thought? 

"Tis not the ſtoick's leſſons got be rote, 

The pomp of words, and pedant diſſertations, 

That can ſuſtain thee in that hour of terror; 

Books have taught cowards to talk nobly of it, 

But when the trial comes, they ſtand aghaſt ; 

Haſt thou confider'd what may happen after it? 

How thy account may ſtand, and what to anſwer ? 
Cal. I've turn'd my eyes inward upon myſelf, 

Where foul offence and ſhame have laid all waſte ; 

Therefore my ſoul abhors the wretched dwelling, 

And longs to find ſome better place of reſt. 


V. Aer V. THE FAIR PENITENT. 77 
Sei. Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that ſpirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian breaſts, when Rome 
Was mittreſs of the world. I would go on, 
And tell thee all my purpoſe; but it ſticks 
HFlere at my heart, and cannot find a way. 
n Cal. Then ſpare the telling, if it be a pain, 
And write the meaning with your poignard here. 100 
, | Sci. Oh! truly gueſs*d—lſee'ſt thou, this trembling 
8 hand Holding up a dagger. 
Thrice juſtice urg d and thrice the ſlack' ning ſmews 
Forgot their office, and confeſs'd the father. 
At length the ſtubborn virtue has prevail'd, 
2 It muſt it * be * ! take i it then, 
_— . [ Giving the dagger. 
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And know the reſt untaught. 
Cal. I underſtand you. 
) It is but thus, and both are ſatisfy'd. | 
[She offers to kill herſel fe Sciolto catches bold 
N | of her arm. 
Sci. A moment, give me yet a mement's ge 
The ſtern, the rigid judge has been obey'd ; 
Now nature, and the father, claim their turns. 
I've held the balance with an iron hand, 
And put off ev'ry tender human thought, 
To doom my child to death; but ſpare my eyes 
The moſt unnatural fight, leſt their ſtrings crack, 
My old brain ſplit, and I grow mad with horror. 
Cal. Ha! is it poſſible; and is there yet 
Some little dear remain of love and tenderneſs 
For poor, undone Caliſta, in your heart? | 
Sci. Oh! when I think what pleaſure I took in 
thee, 120 
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What joys thou gay'ſt me in thy prattlin g infancy, 
Thy ſprightly wit, and early blooming beaury ; 
How have I ſtood, and fed my eyes upon thee, 
Then, lifting up my hands, and wond' ring, bleſt thee; 
By my ſtrong grief, my heart ey'n+melts within me; 
J could curſe. Nature, and that tyrant, honour, 
For waking me thy father, and thy _ ; 
Thou art my daughter ſtill. 
Cal. For that kind word, | 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the earth, 
Weep on your feet, and bleſs you for this goodneſs. 
Oh! ttis too much for this offending wretch, 
This parricide, that murders with her crimes, 
Shortens her father's age, and cuts him off, 
Ere little more than half his years be number d. 
Sci. Would it were otherwiſe - but thou muſt die.— 
Cal. That I muſt die, it is my only comfort; 
Death is the privilege of human nature, 
And life without it were not worth our taking: 
4 Thither the poor, the pris'ner; and the mourner, 140 
« Fly for relief, and lay their burthens down.” 
Come then, and take me into thy cold arms, 
Thou meagre ſhade; here let me breathe my laſt, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and forgiveneſs, 
More than if angels tun'd their golden viols, 
And ſung a requiem to my parting ſoul. 
Sci. Im d hence; D * Winde ex- 
ain, 
There is I know not & what of 44 e 
That tells me; I ſhall never ſee thee more; 
If it be ſo, this is our laſt farewel, 
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And theſe the parting pangs, which nature feels, 
When anguiſh rends the heart-ſtrings—Oh, my 

daughter! [Exit Sciolto. 

Cal. Now think, thou curſt Caliſta, now behold 


The deſolation, horror, blood, and ruin, 


Thy crimes and fatal folly ſpread around, 

That loudly cry for vengeance on thy head ; 

Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak, imperfect natures, 
How blind with paſhons, and how prone to evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict inquiry for offences, | 
But is atonꝰd by penitence and prays : 166 


Cheap recompence! here 'twould not be receiv'd, 


Nothing but blood can make the expiation, 

And cleanſe the ſoul from inbred, deep pollution. 
And ſee, another injur d wretch is come, 

To call for juſtice from thy tardy band. 


Enter ALTAMONT. 


Alt. Hail to you, horrors ! hail, thou houſe of 
death! | 


And thou, the lovely miſtceſs of theſe ſhades, 
© Whoſe beauty gilds the more than midnight darkneſs, 
And makes it grateful as the dawn of day. 


Oh, take me in, a fellow-mourner, with thee, 


I'll number groan for groan, and tear for tear; 


And when the fountain of thy eyes are dry, 
Mine ſhall ſupply the ſtream, and weep for both. 
Cal. I know thee well, thou art the ipjur'd Altamont; 
Thou com'ſt to urge me with the wrongs I've done 
thee ; 
But know, I ſtand upon the brink of Iſs, 
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And in a moment mean to ſet me free 
From ſhame and thy upbraiding. 

Alt. Falſely, falſely 
Doſt thou accuſe me ! When did 1 b, 180 
Or murmur at my fate? For thee I have 
Forgot the temper of Italian huſbands, 
« And fondneſs has prevail'd upon revenge.“ 
I bore my toad of infamy with patience, 
As holy men do puniſhment from Heay'n ;” 
Nor thought it hard, becauſe it came from thee. 
Oh, then, forbid me not to mourn thy loſs, 
To wiſh ſome better fate had rul'd our loves, 

And that Caliſta had been mine, and true. 
Cal. Oh, Altamont ! tis hard for ſouls like mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amiſs. 

But, Oh, behold ! my proud diſdainful heart 
Bends to thy gentler virtue. Yes, I own, 
Such is thy truth, thy tenderneſs, and love; 
Such are the graces that adorn thy youth,” 
That, were I not abandon'd to deſtruction, 
With thee I might have liv'd for ages bleſs'd, 
And dy'd in peace within thy faithful arms. 
Al. Then happineſs is ſtill within our reach. 
Here let remembrance loſe our paſt misfortunes, 200 
Tear all records that hold the fatal ſtory ; ; 
Here let our joys begin, from Wass go on, 
In long ſucceſſive order. 
Cal. What! in death: 2 
Alt. Then, art thou fix d to die But be it ſo; ; 
We'll go together; my advent'rous love 
Shall follow thee * to thoſe uncertain beings. 


T V. 


Aer V. THE FAIR PENITENT. 1 


« Whether our lifeleſs ſhades are doom'd to wander 
« In gloomy groves, with diſcontented ghoſts ; 
“Or whether thro” the upper air we fleet, | 
« And tread the fields of light; ſtill I'll purſae thee,” 
Till fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 
Cal. Oh, no! Heay' n has 1 other better lot in 
| ſtore | 
To crown thee with. Live, and be happy long ; 
Live, for ſome maid that ſhall deſerve thy goodneſs, 
Some kind, unpractis'd heart, that never yet 
Has liſten'd to the falſe ones of thy ſex, 
Nor known the arts of ours ; ſhe ſhall reward thee, 
Meet thee with virtues equal to thy own, 


Charm thee with ſweetneſs, beauty, and with truth; 


Be bleſt in thee alone, and thou in her. 221 


Enter Horatio. 


Hor. Now, mourn indeed, ye miſerable pair; 
For now the meaſure of your woes is full. 

Alt, What doſt thou mean, Horatio ? 

Hor. Oh, 'tis dreadful ! 
The great, the good Sciolto dies this moment. 

Cal. My father! 

Alt. That's a deadly ſtroke, indeed. 

Hor. Not long ago he privately went forth, 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden. 


I heard which way he took, and ſtraight purſu'd him; 


But found him compaſs'd by Lothario's faction, 

Almoſt alone, amidſt a crowd of foes. 

Too late we brought him aid, and drove them back ; 
D 3 
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82 THE FAIR PENITENT. Act v. 
Ere that, his frantic valour had provok'd 
The death he ſeem'd to with for from their ſwords. 
Cal. And doſt thou bear ne yet, thou patient 
earth? 
Doſt thou not labour with thy 888 weight? 
And you, ye glitt'ring, heav'nly hoſt of ſtars, 
Hide your fair heads in clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you; 
For I am all contagion, death, and ruin, 241 
And nature ſickens at me. Reſt, thou world, 
This parricide ſhall be thy plague no more 
Thus, thus I ſet thee free. [Stabs Ber ſelſ. 
Hor. Oh, fatal raſhneſs ! 
Alt. Thou doſt inſtruct me well. To lengthen life, 
Is but to trifle now. 
l [Altamont offers to kill infa ; Horatio pre- 
vents him, and awreſts his ſword from him, 
Hor. Ha! what means | 
The frantie Altamont ? Some foe to man 
Has breath'd on ey "ry breaſt contagious fury, 
And epidemic madneſs. 


Enter Seiol ro, pale and bloody, Supported by e 


Cal. Oh, my heart ! 
Well may'ſt thou fail ; for ſee, the ſpring that fed 
Thy vital ſtream is e and runs low. 
My father! will you now, at laſt, forgive me, 
If, after all my crimes, and all your ſuff rings, 
I call you once again by that dear ame? 
Will you forget my ſhame, and thoſe wide wounds ? 
Lift up your hand, and bleſs me, ere I go 
Down to my dark abode? 260 


15. 
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Aer v. THE FAIR PENTTRxr. 2; 
Sci. Alas, my daughter ! | | 

Thou haſt raſhly ventur'd in a ſtormy ſea, 

Where life, fame, virtue, all were wreck'd and loſt. 


But ſure thou haſt borne thy part in all the anguiſhy 
And ſmarted with the pain. Then, reſt in peace : 


Let filence and oblivion hide thy name, | 
And fave thee from the malice of poſterity ; 
And may'ſt thou find with Heav'a the fame r. 
_ neſs, 
As with thy father here. Die, and be happy. 
Cal. Celeftial ſounds! Peace dawns upon my ſoul, 
And ey'ry pain grows leſs—Oh, gentle Altamont ! 
Think not too hardly of me when I'm gone ; | 
But pity me Had I but early known 
Thy wondrous worth, thou excellent young man, 
We had been happier bath———Now, tis too late: 
And yet my eyes take pleaſure to hehold thee 3 
Thou art their laſt dear object Mercy, Heay'n ! 
| [ She dies. 
Al. Cold! dead, and cold! and yet thou art not 
_ chang'd, | 
But lovely ſtill. Hadſt thou a thouſand faults, 
What heart ſo hard, what virtue ſo ſevere, 280 
But at that beauty muſt of force relented, 
Melted to pity, love, and to forgiveneſs ? 
Sei. Oh, turn thee from that fatal object, Alta- 
mont, 
Come near, and let me bleſs thee, « ere I die. 
To thee, and brave Horatio, I bequeath 
My fortunes Lay me by thy noble father, 
And love my memory, as thou haſt his; 


For thou haſt been my ſon—Oh, gracious Heay'n! 
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84 THE FAIR PENITENT. 
Thou that haſt endleſs bleſſings ſtill in ſtore 
For virtue, and for filial piety, 

Let grief, diſgrace, and want be far away; 
But multiply thy mercies on his head. 


Let honour, greatneſs, goodneſs, ſtill be with him, 


And peace in all his ways- PER” [He dies, 
Alt. Take, take it all : | 

To thee, Horatio, I reſign the gift, 

While I purſue my father, and my love, 

And find my only portion in the grave. 

Hir. The ſtorm of grief bears hard upon his youth, 

And bends him, like a drooping flower to earth. 300 

By ſuch examples are we taught to prove 

The ſorrows that attend unlawful love. 

Death, or ſome worſe misfortune, ſoon divide, 

The jnjur'd bridegroom from his guilty bride. 

If you would have the nuptial union laft, 

Let virtue be the bond that ties it faſt. 
FR [Exeunt omnes, 


2 


. 
dies. 


ith, 
300 
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EPILOGUE. 


== — — 


— — 


YOU fee the tripping dame could find no favour, 
Dearly ſhe paid for breach of good behaviour ; 
Nor could her loving huſband's fondneſs ſave her. 
Italian ladies lead but ſcurvy lives, 

There's dreadful dealings with eloping avi ves 
Thus "tis, becauſe theſe huſbands are obey'd 

By force of laws, which for themſelves they made. 
With tales of old preſcriptions, they confine | 
The right of marriage-rules to their male line, 


And huff, and domineer by right divine. 


Had ae the pour, we'd make the tyrants know, 
What *tis to fail in duties which they oave ; 

We'd teach the ſaunt*ring ſquire, who loves to roam, 
Forgetful off his owon dear ſpouſe at home 

Who ſnores, at night, ſupinely by her fide 3 


Tas not for this the nuptial knot 2vas y d. 


The plodding petty-fogger, and the cit, 

Have learn'd, at leaft, this modern way of wit. 
Each ill-bred, ſenſeleſs rogue, tho neer ſo dull, 
Has th* impudence to think his 2wife a fool; 

He ſpends the night, where merry wwags reſort, 
With joking clubs, and eighteen-penny port ; 
While ſhe, poor ſoul, *s contented to regale, 

By a ſad ſea-coal fire, with wigs and ale. 

Well may the cuckold-making tribe find grace, 
And fill an abſent huſband's empty place. 


EPILOGUE, 


If you uod cer bring conſtancy in faſhion, 

You men muſt firſt begin the reformation. 

Then ſball the golden age of love return, 

No turtle for her wand'ring mate ſhall mourn ; 
No foreign charms ſhall cauſe domeſtic firife, 
But every married man ſhall toaft his wife ; 
Pbillis ſhall not be to the country ſent, 

For carnivals i in town to letp a tedious Lent ; 
 Lampoons ſhall ceaſe, and envious ſcatidal dic, 
nnn eee, 
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TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 
THE PRINCESS. 


Mavamn, 


THAT bigh flation, wphich, by your birth, you hold 
above the people, exact from every one, as a duty, what- 
ever honours they are capable of paying to your Royal 
Highneſs ; but that more exalted place to which your vir- 
tues have raiſed you, above the reſt of princes, makes the 
tribute of our admiration and praiſe rather a choice, more 
immediately preventing that duty. The public gratitude is 
ever founded on a public benefit ; and what is univerſally 
' bleſſed is always an univerſal bleſſing. T hus, from ꝓour- 
felf we derive the offerings wvhich aue bring; and that in- 
| cenſe which ariſes 10 your name, only returns to its original, 


* but naturally requires the parent of its being. 


From hence it is, that this Poem, conſittuted on a moral, 
whoſe end it is to recommend, and to encourage virtue, of 
= Took has recourſe to your Royal Highneſs's patron- 
age; aſpiring to caſt itſelf beneath your feet, and declining 
approbation, till you ſhall condeſcend to on it, and vouch- 
ſafe to \ſuinfipar it, as on a creature of your influence. 


i is from the example of. en that virtue becomes a 
faſhion in the people ; for even they who are averſe to in- 
firufion, ⁊uill yet be fond of inutation, 


8 DEDICATION. 


. — 


But there are multitudes who never can have means nor 
opportunities of ſo near an acceſs, as to partake of the be- 
nefit of ſuch examples. And, to theſe, Tragedy, which 


diſtinguiſhes itſelf from the vulgar Poetry by the dignity of 


its charafers, may be of uſe and information. For they 
who are at that diſtance from original greatneſs, as to be 
deprived of the happineſs of contemplating the perfection, 
and real excellencies of your Royal Highneſss perſon in 
your court, may yet behold ſome ſmall ſketches and imagings 
of the virtues of your mind, api and . on 
the Theatre. 


T hus Poets are inftrufted, and infirus ; not alone by 
precepts which perſuade, but alſo by examples which uluſ- 
trate. Thus is delight inter woven with inſtruction; when 
not only virtue is preſcribed, but alſo repreſented. 


But if we are delighted with the livelineſs of a feigned 
repreſentation of great and good perſons and their actions, 
how muſt wwe be charmed with beholding the perſons them- 

ſelves *® If one or tavo excelling qualities, barely touched 
in the ſingle action, and ſmall compaſs, of a Play, can 


warm an audience with a concern and regard even for the 


ſeeming ſucceſs and proſperity of the actor, with what zeal 
muſt the hearts of all be filled for the continued and en- 
creaſing happineſs of thoſe who are the true and living in- 
flances of elevated and perfifling virtue? Even the vicious 
themſelves muſt have a ſecret veneration for thoſe peculiar 
graces and endowments which are daily ſo eminently con- 
ſpicuous in your Royal Highneſs ; and, though repining, 


feel a Pleaſure, which, in 5 of envy, they per- force ap- 


Prove. 


DEDICATION. v 


I/ in this Piece, humbly offered to your Royal Highneſs, 
there ſhall appear the reſemblance of any of thoſe many ex- 
cellencies which you ſo promiſcuouſly poſſeſs, to be drawn ſo 
as to merit your leaſt approbation, it has the end and ac- 


compl, ;ſbment of its deſign. And however imperfeft it may 
be, in the whole, through the inexperience or incapacity of 


the author; yet if there is ſo much as to convince your Royal 
Highneſs, that a Play may be, with induſtry ſo diſpoſed 
(in ſpite of the licentious practice of the modern Theatre) 
as to become ſometimes an innocent, and not unprofitable en- 
tertainment ; it auill abundantly gratify the ambition, and 
recompenſe the endeavours of 
Your Royal Highneſss 
Moſt obedient, and 
Moſt humbly devoted Servant, 


WILLIAM CONGREFE. . 


THE MOU RNING BRIDE. 
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Tuts ſplendid error of a man of genius has been po- 
pular amang ſuch as either knew net, or did not feel, 
the chaſter ornaments of eompoſition — but gave to ex- 
- travagance of ſentiment and improbability of ſituation 
what is due only to propriety and nature. 


As the language and the ſentiments of this tragedy 
exemplify very forcibly every fault in dramatic com- 
poſition, it may not be difſeryiceable to Letters to ex- 
tend the brevity of our mentions for this article, 


F Concave” s imagination was naturally vivid, luxu- 
riant, and rapid. — He heaps up, when the impetus is 
upon him, an accumulation of glitter and gawd, ex- 
travagant and miſtimed.— For paſſion his common 
ſubſtitute is ſplendor ; yet ſo unequal are his powers, 
that he has frequently ſcenes of alternate inanity and 
bombaſk—of creeping imbecility and ſoaring extra- 

Vagance. | 


Or his uſe of vnmeaning expletive, take the follow- 
ing ſample ;— 


Alncria, But I did promiſe I would tell thee—What ? 
My miſeries? Thou do M already know them; 
And, when I told thee thou didf nothing know, 
It was becauſe thou didft not know Alphonſo, 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. | v 


H—r—...—.——— 
Surely this is vorm. 


Of the inane take the following deleQable doſe: 


— 
| Oſmyn. J hate her not, nor can diſſemble love 

* But as I may, I'll do. 

This reminds us of Corporal Mym and ancient Pi. 
po- one of which tatterdemalions ſays— 
el, | | 
"4s I canngt tell, 
cal Things muſt be as they may. 
on 

Of miſerable extravagance, and miſplaced metaphor, 

read this rant: 
* nn. What brightneſs breaks upon me thus thro' ſhades, | 
_ And promiſes a day to this dark dwelling ? | 
A Prince impriſoned is not thus ſuperlative in ex- | 

preſhon.—Obferve alſo the lady is veiled. The | 
u- SS F 
15 The grand model for tender intercourſe, the exact 2 
i etiquette of dreſs, and colloquial communicativeneſs, 
: here follows, extracted from a ſcene between Almeria 
. and Leonora: 
'S, | 
id Leon. Huſband! O Heav'ns! 
- Aim. Alas! what have I ſaid? 

My grief has hurried me beyond all thought. 
I would have kept that ſecret ; though I know 

* Thy love and faith to me deſerve all confidence. 


The reaſon why ſhe would conceal it, 1s extremely 
curious. 


But tis the wretch's comfort ſtill to have 
Some ſmall reſerve of near and inward woe, 


Some unexpected hoard of darling grief, 


viii THE MOURNING BRI DE. 

1 Which Txzy (who are they? ) unſeen may wail, and weep, 
1 : and mourn, 

\ | And, glutton-like, alone devour, 


| Leon. Indeed 
1 I knew not this. 
=_ Alm. O no, thou know'ſt not half, 
—_—  - ' Know'ſt netting of my ſorrows—if thou did'ſt— 
If I ſhould tell thee, wouldſt thou pity me? 
Tell me: Iknow thou wouldſt, thou art 223 


Leon. Witneſs theſe tear ·— 
Alm. I thank thee, &c. 


But it is neceſſary we ſhould remark, ALL is not like 
theſe notitia—the Play has ſentiments, now and then, 
that are natural, and deſcription that both Feeling and 
Fancy may delight in—but it excites no intereſt— 
the perſonages are out of drawing—the modeſt out- 
line of nature is bloated by extravagance, and orna- 
mented by an injudicious fancy with jewels that glitter 
only in the ſooty ear of an Zthiop. 


cep; 


ate. 


PROLOGUE. 


— — 
— 


T ns time has been when plays were not ſo plenty, 
And a leſs number, new, would well content ye. 
New plays did then like almanacks appear, 

And one æwas thought ſufficient for a year: 
Though they are more like almanacks of late ; 

For in one year, I think, they're out of date. 
Nor avere they, without reaſon, join'd together ; 
For juſt as one progngſticutes the weather, 
How plentiful the crop, or ſcarce the grain, 
What peals of thunder, or what ſhowers of rain: 
So Pother can foretel, by certain rules, 

IWhat crops of coxcombs,. or what floods of fools. 
In ſuch lite prophecies were poets ſtill'd, | 
Which now they find in their own tribe fulfilÞd. 
The dearth of wit they did ſo long preſage, 

I fallen on us, and almoſt flarves the ſtage. 

Mere you not griev'd, as often as you ſaw 

Poor actors threſh ſuch empty ſheafs of ſtraw # 
Toiling and lab ring at their lungs' expence, 

To ftart a jeſt, or force a little ſenſe ? 

Hard fate for us, flill harder in th' event: 

Our authors fin, but we alone repent. 

Still they proceed, and, at our charge, write worſe z 
*T were ſome amends, if they could reimburſe ; 
But there's the devil, tho their cauſe is loſt, 


There's no recovering damages or coft. 


B 


CC 


3 PROLOGUE. 


Good wits, forgive this liberty we take, 

Since cuſtom gives the loſers leave to ſpeak. 

But if, provol d, your dreadful wrath remains, 
Tale your revenge upon the coming ſcenes : 

For that damn'd poet's ſpar'd, who damns a brother, 
As one thief *ſcapes that executes another. | 
Thus far alone does to the wits relate; 

But from the reſt ave hope a better fate. 

To pleaſe, and move, has been our poet's theme, 
Art may direct, but nature is his aim; 

And nature miſs*d, in vain he boaſts his art, 

For only. nature can aff the heart. 

Then freely judge the ſcenes that ſball enſue 5 

But as with freedom, judge wwith candour too. 

He would not loſe, thro* prejudice his cauſe 3 

Nor would obtain, precariouſly, applauſe. 

Impartial cenſure he requeſts from all, 

Prepar'd by juft decrees to fland or fall, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


| Men. 
Marr, the ling of Granada - Mr. Aickin. 
GONSALEZ, bis favourite — Mr. Packer. 
GARCIA, ſor to Gonſalez - - Mr. Barrymore, 
PEREz, captain of the guards - . Mr. Wilſon. 
ALONZ0, an 7 75 creature zo Gonſale: Mr, Phillimore. 
Os uvx, @ noble priſoner . - Mr. Kemble. 
HII, a priſoner, bis friend - Mr. Benſon, 
SELIM, an eunuch, - - - Mr, Fawcett. 
Women. 
ALMERIA, the princgſi of Granada - Mrs, Ward. 
ZARA, a captive queen Mrs. Siddons. 
LEONORA, chief attendant on the ines Miſs Tidſwell, 
COVENT-GARDEN. 
| | Mem, 
MaNvet, the ling of Granada = Mr. Hull. 
GonSALEZ, bis favourite - _- Mr, Gardner, 
GARCIA, ſon to Gonſale Mr. Powell. 
PerzZz, captain of the guards - Mr. Thompſon. 
ALONZO, an officer, creature ts Gonſalez Mr. Fearon. 
Osur x, @ noble priſoner . - Mr. Holman, 
HII, a priſoner, his friend - Mr. Cubit. 
SELIM, an eunuch . - Mr. Macready. 
45 | Women. 
ALMERIA, the princeſs of Granada = Miſs Brunton. 
ZARA, à captive queen Mrs. Pope. 
Lzonora, chief attendant on the e Mrs. Platt. 


Women, eunuchs, and mutes attending Zara, guards, Wc. 
SCENE, Granada. 
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THE 


MOURNING BRIDE. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A room of "ſtate. The curtain Aer ſlowly to ſoft muſic 
diſcovers ALMERIA in mourning, LEONORA waiting 
in mourning. 


_— the muſic, Al MERIA riſes from her chair, and 


comes forward. 
— 


Almeria. 


Music has charms to ſooth a ſavage breaſt, 
To ſoften rocks, or bend a knotted oak. 
Pre read, that things inanimate have mov'd, 
And, as with living ſouls, have been inform'd 
By magic numbers and perſuaſive ſound. 

What then am I ? Am I more ſenſeleſs grown 
Than trees or flint? O, force of conſtant woe! 
Tis not in harmony to calm my griefs. 
Anſelmo ſleeps, and is at peace; laſt night 
The ſilent tomb receiv d the good old king; 
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He and his ſorrows now are ſafely lodg*'d 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable, boſom. 
Why am not I at peace? 
Leon. Dear Madam, ceaſe, 
Or moderate your grief; there is no cauſe 
Alm. No cauſe ! Peace, peace; there is eternal 
' cauſe, 
And miſery eternal will ſucceed, 
Thou canſt not tell—thou haſt indeed no cauſe. 
Leon. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anſelmo, 
And always did compaſhonate his fortune; 29 
Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly 
Your father kept in chains his fellow-king : 
And oft, at night, when all have been retir'd, 
Have ſtol'n from bed, and to his priſon crept ; 
Where, while his gaoler ſlept, 1 thro” the grate 
Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and enquir'd his health ; 
Sent in my ſighs and pray'rs for his deliv'rance ; 
For ſighs and pray'rs were all that I could offer. 
Alm. Indeed thou haſt a ſoft and gentle nature; 
That thus could melt to ſee a ſtranger's wrongs. 
Oh, Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſelmo 
How wou'd thy heart have bled to ſee his ſufferings ! 
Thou hadſt no cauſe, but general compaſſion. 
Leon. Love of my royal miftreſs gave me cauſe; - 
My love of you begot my grief for him; 


For 1 had heard, that when the chance of war 


Had bleſs'd Anfelmo's arms with victory, 
And the rich fpoil of all the field, and you, 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Of his ſucceſs ; “ that then, in ſpite of hate, 40 
& Reyenge, and that hereditary feud 2 


. 
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« Between Valentia's and Granada's kings,” 
He did endear himſelf to your affection, 

By all the worthy and indulgent ways 

His moſt induſtrious goodneſs could: invent ; 
Propoſing, by a match between Alphonſo 

His ſon, the brave Valentian prince, and you, 
To end the long diſſention, and unite 


The jarring crowns. 


« Alm. Alphonſo.! O, Alphonſo 

« Thou too art quiet long haſt been at peace 

« Both, both father and {on are now no more. 

“Then why am I? Oh, when ſhall I have reſt ? 

« Why do I live to ſay you are no more? 

„Why are all theſe things thus ?—ls it of force? 

« Is there neceſſity I muſt be miſerable ? 

« 1s it of moment to the peace of Heav'n, 

« That I ſhould be afflicted thus ?—lIf not, 

« Why is it thus contrived ? Why are things laid 

« By ſome unſeen hand, ſo, as of ſure conſequence, 

« 'They muſt to me bring curſes, grief of heart, 

« 'The laſt diſtreſs of life, and ſure deſpair ? 62 
« Leon. Alas! you ſearch too far, and think too 

deeply. 23 5 

Alm. Why was I carried to Anſelmo's court ? 

Or there, why was I us'd ſo tenderly ? 

Why not ill-treated, like an enemy? 

For ſo my father would have us'd his child. 

Oh, Alphonſo, Alphonſo ! 

Devouring ſeas have waſh'd thee from my ſight. 


No time ſhall raze thee from my memory; ; 


No, I will live to be thy monument: 
The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb: 
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But in my heart thou art interr'd ; there, there, 


Thy dear reſemblance is for ever fix d; 


My love, my lord, my huſband ſtill, tho' loſt, 
Leon. Huſband ! Oh, Heav*ns ! „ 
Alm. Alas! what have I ſaid? 
My grief has hurry*d me beyond all thought. 
I would have kept that ſecret ; though I know 
Thy love, and faith to me deſerve all confidence. 80 
« But *tis the wretch's comfort ſtill to have 
Some ſmall reſerve of near and inward woe, 
« Some unſuſpected hoard of darling grief, 
« Which they unſeen may wail, and weep, and mourn, 
« And, glutton-like, alone devour. 
Leon. Indeed, 
«© I knew not this. 
« Alm. Oh, no, thou OO Ta not balf, 
« Know'ſt nothing of my ſorrows—if thou didſt— 
4 If I ſhould tell thee, would'ſt thou pity me? 
Tell me; I know thou would'ſt ; thou art com- 
pen yy | 
Leon. Witneſs theſe tears 
« Alm. I thank thee, Leonora 
« Indeed I do, for pitying thy ſad miſtreſs : 
4 For *tis, alas ! the poor prerogative 
«« Of greatneſs to be wretched, and unpitied 
c But I did promiſe I would tell thee What? 
«« My miſeries ! Thou doſt already know em: 
« And when I told thee thou didſt nothing know, 
cc It was becauſe thou didſt not know Alphonſo : 100 
« For to have known my loſs, thou muſt have known 


« His worth, his truth, and tenderneſs of loye.” 


CT [, 


* 
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Leon. The memory of that brave prince ſtands 
. | 
Tn all report— | 
And I have heard imperfectly his loſs ; 
Bat, fearful to renew your troubles paſt, 


I never did preſume to aſk the ſtory. 


Alm. If for my ſwelling heart I can, I'II tell 
thee. 
I was a welcome captive in Valentia, 
E'en on the day when Manuel, my father, 
Led on his conqu'ring troops high as the gates 
Of king Anſelmo's palace; which, in rage, 
And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir'd. 
The good king, flying to avoid the flames, 


Started amidſt his foes, and made captivity 


His fatal refuge Would that I had fall'n 


Amiqdſt thoſe flames but *twas not ſo decreed. 


Alphonſo, who foreſaw my father's cruelty, 
Had borne the queen and me on board a ſhip | 
Ready to fail ; and when this news was brought 120 
We put to ſea ; but being betray'd by ſome 
Who knew our flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 
And almoſt taken; when a ſudden ſtorm 

Drove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the coaſt 
Of Afric : There our veſſel ſtruck the ſhore - 
And bulging *gainſt a rock, was daſh'd in pieces; 


But Heav'n ſpar d me for yet much more affliction ! 


Conducting them who follow'd us, to ſhun 
The ſhore, and fave me floating on the waves, 
While the good queen and my Alphonſo periſh'd. - 
Leon. Alas! were you then wedded to Alphonſo ? 
B 3 
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Alm. That day, that fatal day, our hands were 


join'd. 
For when my lord beheld the ſhip purſuing, | 
And ſaw her rate ſo far exceeding ours, 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my love, 
I would conſent the prieſt ſhould make us one; 
That whether death or victory enſu'd | 
I might be his, beyond the power of fate; 
The queen too did aſſiſt his ſuit I granted; 
And in one day was wedded and a widow. 140 
Leon. Indeed *twas mournful 
Alm. Twas as | have told the 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn; 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal robes, 
Or ever dry theſe ſwoln and watery eyes; 
Or ever taſte content, or peace of heart, 
While I have life, -and thought of my Alphonſo. 
« Leon. Look down, good Heav'n, with pity on 
her ſorrows, 


And grant that time may bring her ſome relief. 


« Alm. Oh, no! time gives increaſe to my afflic- 
tions. 

c The circling hours, that geber all ths 4 woes 
« Which are diffus'd thro? the revolving year, 
c Come heavy laden with th' oppreſſing weight 
« To me; with me, ſucceſhvely, they leave 
cc The ſighs, the tears, the groans, the reſtleſs cares, 
« And all the damp of grief, that did retard theirflight: 
„ They ſhake their downy wings, and ſcatter all 
ce The dire collected dews on my poor head: 

« Then fly with joy and ſwiftneſs from me.“ 

| [ Shouts at a diſtance. 


re 
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eee :---; | 160 
The diſtant ſhouts proclaim your father's triumph. 
O ceaſe, for Heaven's ſake, aſſuage a little 
This torrent of your grief, for, this I fear, 
'Twill urge his wrath, to ſee you drown'd 1n tears, 
When, joy appears in every other face. ; 
Alm. And joy he brings to ey'ry other heart, 
But double, double weight of woe to mine : 
For with him Garcia comes—Garcia, to whom 
I muſt be ſacriſic'd, and all the vows 
I gave my dear Alphonſo baſely broken. 
No, it ſhall never be; for I will die 
Firſt, die ten thouſand deaths—Look down, look 
- down, | 
Alphonſo, hear the ſacred vow I make [ Kneels. 
“One moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect bliſs, 


And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me.” 


And thou, Anſelmo, if yet thou art arriy'd 

Thro? all impediments of purging fire, 

To that bright Heav'n, where my Alphonſo reigns, 
Behold thou alſo, and attend my vow. 

If ever I do yield, or give conſent, | 180 
By any action, word, or thought, to wed 

Another lord; may then juſt Heav'n ſhow'r down 
Unheard of curſes on me, greater far | 

(If ſuch there be in angry Heaven's vengeance) 


Than any I have yet endur'd—And now [ Ring. 


My heart has ſome relief; having ſo well 
Diſcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. 
Yet, one thing mare I wou'd engage from thee. 
Leon, My heart, my life, and will, are only 
yours. 8 
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Alm. 1 thank thee. *Tis but this : anon, when all 
Are wrapp'd and buſied in the gen'ral joy, 
Thou wilt withdraw, and privately with me 
Steal forth, to viſit good Anſelmo's tomb. 
Leon. Alas! I] fear ſome fatal reſolution. 
Alm. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no ill, 
Nor violence I feel myſelf more light, 
And more at large, ſince I have made this vow. 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly. 
*Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy thought, 
Upon my word, no more. 200 
Leon. I will attend you. | 


Enter Alox zo. 


Alm. The lord Gonſalez comes to tell your high- 
„ 
The king is juſt arr ivd. 
Alm. Conduct him in. 3 [Exit Alon. 
That's his pretence; his errand is, I know, 
To fill my ears with Garcia's valiant deeds ; 
And gild and magnify his ſon's exploits. 
But I am arm'd with ice around my heart, 
Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloquence. 


Enter GONSALEZ. 


Gon. Be ev'ry day of your long life like this. 
The ſun, bright conqueſt, and your brighter eyes, 
Have all conſpir'd to blaze promiſcuous light, 
And bleſs this day with moſt unequal'd luſtre. 


all 


0 
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Your royal father, my victorious lord, 

Loaden with ſpoils, and ever-living laurel, 

Is ent'ring now, 1n martial pomp, the palace. 

Five hundred mules precede his ſolemn march, 
Which groan beneath the weight of Mooriſh wealth. 
Chariots of war, adorn'd with glitt'ring gems, 
Succeed ; and next, a hundred neighing ſteeds, 220 
White as the fleecy rain on Alpine hills, 

That bound and foam, and champ the golden bit, 

As they diſdain'd the victory they grace. 

Priſoners of war in ſhining fetters follow : 

And captains of the nobleſt blood of Afric 

Sweat by his chariot wheel, and lick and grind, 


« With gnaſhing teeth, the duſt his triumphs raiſe.” 


The ſwarming populace ſpread every wall, 

« And cling, as if with claws they did enforce 

“Their hold; thro? clifted ſtones ſtretching and 

ſtaring, | | 

« As if they were all eyes, and every limb 

“Would feed its faculty of admiration :” 

While you alone retire, and ſhun this ſight ; 

This fight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho? twice 

The multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence of your eyes. 
Alm. My lord, my eyes ungratefully behold 


The gilded trophies of exterior honours. 


Nor will my ears be charm'd with ſounding words, 


Or pompous phraſe, the pageantry of ſouls. 


But that my father is return'd in ſafety, 1 
I bend to Heav'n with thanks. 3 
Gon. Excellent princeſs! 
But *tis a taſk unfit for my weak age 
With dying words to offer at your praiſe. 
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Garcia, my ſon, your beauty's loweſt ſlave, 
Has better done ; in proving with his ſword 
The force and influence of your matchleſs charms. 
Alm. T doubt not of the worth of Garcia's deeds, 
Which had been brave, though I had ne'er been 
born. 
| Liv: Madam, the king. [ Flouriſh. 
« Alm. My women, I wou'd meet him.” 
| [ Attendants to Almeria enter in mourning. 


Symphony of warlike muſic. Enter the K1NG, attended 
by Garcia and ſeveral officers. Files of priſoners in 


chains, and guards, who are ranged in order round the 


age. ALMERIA meets the KinG, and kneels : af- 


terwards GoxsALEZ Fneels and kifſes the KIxd's 
hand, while Garcia does the ſame to the princeſs. 


King. Almeria, riſe—My beſt Gonſalez, riſe. 
What, tears! my good old friend 
Gon. But tears of joy. 
Believe me, Sir, to ſee you thus, has fill'd 
Mine eyes with more delight than they can hold. 
King. By Heav'n, thou lov'ſt me, and I'm pleas'd 
thou doſt; | 
Take it for thanks, old man, that I rejoice 
To ſee thee weep on this occalion—Some + 
Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our ſucceſs ! 260 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our eyes, 
Upon this ſolemn day, in theſe ſad weeds ? 
In oppoſition to my brightneſs, you | 
And yours are all like daughters of affliction. 


— 
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Alm. Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend. 

The year, which I have vow'd to pay to Heav'n, 

In mourning and ſtrict life, for my deliv'rance 

From wreck and death, wants yet to be expir'd. 
King. Your zeal to Heav'n is great, fo is your 

debt : | | 

Yet ſomething too 1s due to me, who gave 

That life, which Heav'n preſerv'd. A day beſtow'd 

In filial duty, had aton'd and giv'n 

A diſpenſation to your vow—No more ! 

'Twas weak and wilful—and a woman's error. 

Yet, upon thought, it doubly wounds my fight, 


To ſee that ſable worn upon the day, 


Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt foe, 
Hated Anſelmo, was interr'd by Heav'n, 
It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: juſt ſo 
Thy ſenſeleſs vow appear'd to bear its date, 280 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſery'd, 
But that wherein the curs'd Alphonſo periſh'd. 
Ha ! What ? thou doſt not weep to think of that ! 
Gon. Have patience, royal Sir? the princeſs weeps 
To have offended you. If fate decreed, 
One pointed hour ſhould be Alphonſo's loſs, 
And her deliverance, is ſhe to blame? 

King. I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have 

feaſted 

When my firſt foe was laid in earth, ſuch enmity, 
Such deteſtation bears my blood to his; 
My daughter ſhould have revell'd at his death, 
She ſhould have made theſe palace walls to ſhake, 
And all this high and ample roof to ring 
With her rejoicings. What, to mourn and weep ! 
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Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve ! by 
Heav'n, 
There's not a ſlave, a ſhackled ſlave of mine, 
But ſhould have ſmil'd that hour, through all his 
care, | 
And ſhook his chains in tranſport and rude 1 
Con. What ſhe has done, was in exceſs of good- 
„ | 
Betray'd by too much piety, to ſeem 300 
As if ſhe had offended Sure, no more. 
King. To ſeem is to commit, at this conjuncture. 
I wo'not have a ſeeming ſorrow ſeen 
To-day.—Retire ; diveſt yourſelf with ſpeed 
Of that offenſive black; on me be all | 
The violation of your vow ; for you 
It ſhall be your excuſe, that 1 command it. 
Gar. [| Kneeling. ] Your pardon, Sir, if I preſume 
ſo far, 
As to remind you of your gracious promiſe. 
King. Riſe, Garcia] forgot. Yet ſtay, Almeria, 
Alm. My boding heart! What is your pleaſure, 
Sir ? 
King. Draw near, and give your hand, and, Gar- 
cia, yours: 
Receive this lord, as one whom I have found 
Worthy to be your huſband, and my ſon. 
Gar. I hus let me kneel to take - O not to take 
But to devote, and yield myſelf for ever 
The ſlave and creature of my royal miſtreſs. 
Gon. O let me proſtrate pay my worthleſs thanks 
King. No more ; my promiſe long lince pals'd, 
thy ſervices, 
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And Garcia's well-try'd valour, all oblige me. 320 


This day we triumph ; but to-morrow's ſun, 
Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy nuptials 
Alm. Oh! [ Faints. 
Gar. She faints ! help to ſupport her. 
Gon. She recovers.” | 
Ring. © A fit of bridal fear.” How is't, Almeria? 
Alm. A ſudden chillneſs ſeizes on my ſpirits. 
Your leave, Sir, to retire. 
King. Garcia, conduct her. 
[ Garcia leads Almeria to the door, and returns. 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears, 
&« T'll have a prieſt ſhall preach her from her faith, 
« And make it ſin, not to renounce that vow 
Which I'd have broken.“ Now, what would 
Alonzo ? | 


Enter ALONZO. 


Alon. Your beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a train as if the ſtill were wife 


To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer'd. 


King. It is our will ſhe ſhould be ſo attended. 
&« Bear hence theſe priſoners.” Garcia, which is he, 
Of whoſe mute valour you relate ſuch wonders ? 
| [ Priſoners led off. 
Gar. Oſmyn, who led the Mooriſh horſe ; but he, 
Great Sir, at her requeſt, attends on Zara, 341 
King. He is your priſoner ; as you pleaſe diſpoſe 
him, 
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Gar. I would oblige him, but he ſhuns my kind- 


neſs ; 

And with a haughty mien, and ſtern civility, 
Dumbly declines all offers. If he ſpeak, 
is ſcarce above a word; as he were born 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk; 
At leaſt to talk where he muſt not command, 

King. Such ſullenneſs, and in a man fo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other cauſe than his captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her ? 

Gar. My lord, ſhe did. 

King. That, join'd with his behaviour, 
Begets a doubt. I'd have em watch'd ; perhaps 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his own. 


Enter Alonzo, ZARA, and Osmyn Bound, conducted 
by PER EZ and a guard, and attended by SELIM and 


ſeveral mutes and eunuchs in a train. 


King. What welcome, and what honours, beaute- 
ous Zara, 55 
A king and conqueror can give, are yours. 
A conqueror indeed, where you are won; 
Who with ſuch luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes, 359 
That had your pomp been with your preſence grac'd, 
Th? expecting crowd had been deceiv d; and ſeen 
The monarch enter not triumphant, but . 
In pleaſing triumph led; your beauty's ſlave. 
Zar. If I on any terms could condeſcend 
To like captivity, or think thoſe honours, 
Which conquerors in courteſy beſtow, 


Of equal value with unborrow'd rule 
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And native right to arbitrary ſway, | 
[ might be pleas'd, when I behold this train 
With uſual homage wait : but when I feel 
Theſe bonds, I look with loathing on myſelf, 
And ſcorn vile ſlavery, though doubly hid 
Beneath mock-praiſes, and diſſembled ſtate. 
King. Thoſe bonds! "Twas my command you 
ſhould be free. 
How durſt you, Perez, diſobey? 
Perez, Great Sir, 
Your order was ſhe ſhould not wait your triumph; 
But at ſome diſtance follow, thus attended. 
King. Tis falſe ; *twas more; I bid ſhe ſhould be 


free ; 
If not in words, I bid it by my eyes. 380 
Her eyes did more than bid Free her and hers 


With ſpeed yet ſtay my hands alone can make 
Fit reſtitution here Thus I releaſe you, 


And by releaſing you, enſlave myſelf. 


Zar. Such favours, fo conferr'd, tho? when un- 
ſought ; 
Deſerve acknowledgment from noble minds. 
Such thanks, as one hating to be oblig'd—— 
Yet hating more ingratitude, can pay, 
I offer, TA 
King. Born to excel, and to command ! 
As by tranſcendent beauty to attract 
All eyes, ſo by pre-eminence of ſoul 
Torule all hearts. 


Garcia, what's he, who with contracted brow, 


| [ Beholding Oſmyn as they unbind him. 
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And ſullen port, glooms downwards with his eyes; 
At once regardleſs of his chains, or liberty ? 


Gar. That, Sir, is he of whom I ſpoke ; that's 


Oſmyn. 

King. He anſwers well the character you gave him, 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſmyn, that a man 
So great in arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 400 
So hardly can endure captivity, - 
The common chance of war? 

On. Becauſe captivity - 
Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt revenge. 

King. I underſtand not that. 

Ofm. I would not have you. 

Zar. That gallant Moor in battle loſt a friend, 
Whom more than life he lov'd ; and the regret, 
Of not revenging on his foes that loſs, 
Has caus*d this melancholy and deſpair. 

King. She does excuſe him; tis as I ſuſpected. 

[To Goul, 
Gon. That friend might be herſelf ; ſeem not to 
heed 

His arrogant reply : ſhe looks concern'd. 


King. I'll have enquiry made; perhaps his friend 


Yet lives, and is a priſoner. His name? 

Zar. Heli. ; 

King. Garcia, that ſearch ſhall be your care : 

It ſhall be mine to pay devotion here; 
At this fair ſhrine to lay my laurels down, 
And raiſe love's altar on the ſpoils of war. 420 
Conqueſt and triumph, now, are mine no more; 
Nor will I victory in camps adore : 
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yes; Act II, 
For, ling'ring there, in long ſuſpence ſhe ſtands, 
that's « Shifting the prize in unreſolving hands; 


« Unus d to wait, I broke through her delay, 
e him. Fix d her by force, and ſnatch*d the doubtful day. 
« Now late I find that war is but her ſport; 
400 In love the goddeſs keeps her awful court ;*? 
Fickle in fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, 
But rules with ſettled ſway in Zara's eyes. Ext, 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
— nn aetImn_—a—— 


Repreſenting the Aiſle of a Temple. Garcia, Hein, 
0 | PEREZ. 
on. 


ce Garcia. 


„Tuis way we're told, Oſmyn was ſeen to walk; 

« Chooſing this lonely manſion of the dead, 

« To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken fate. 

« Heli, Let Heav'n with thunder to the centre 

ſtrike me, | 

« If to ariſe in very deed from death, 

© And to reviſit, with my long-clos'd eyes, 

This living light, could to my ſoul or ſenſe 

« Afford a thought, or ſhew a glimpſe of joy, 

In leaſt proportion to the vaſt delight 

« I feel, to hear of Oſmyn's name; to hear 


« That Oſmyn lives, and I again ſhall ſee him. 


20 
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«© Garcia. T've heard, with admiration, of your 
friendfhip. 
* Fer. Yonder, my lord, behold the noble Moor. 
« Hel. Where? Where: EN 
« Gar. I ſaw him not, nor any like him 
« Per. I ſaw him when I ſpoke, thwarting my 
view, n 
« And ſtriding with Gemper'd hafte ; his eyes 
«« Seem'd flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a glance; 
«« Then forward ſhot their fires which he purſu'd, 
cr As to ſome object rightful, yet not fear'd. 20 
Gar. Let's haſte to follow 1 and know the 
cauſe. 
«- Hel. My lord, let me i intreat you to forbear ; 
e Leave me alone, to find and cure the cauſe. 
I know his melancholy, and ſuch ſtarts 
« Are uſual to his temper. It might raiſe him 
ce To act ſome violence upon himſelf, 
« Jo to be caught in an unguarded hour, 
* And when his ſoul gives all her paſſion way, 
« Secure and looſe in friendly ſolitude. 
c I know his noble heart would burſt with ſhame, 
ce To be ſurpris'd by ſtrangers in its frailty. 
Gar. Go, generous Heli, and relieve your friend. 
« Far be it from me officiouſly to pry 
« Orpreſs upon the privacies of others. [Exit Heli. 
« Perez, the king expects from our return 
«« To have his jealouſy conſirm'd, or clear'd, 
«« Of that appearing love which Zara bears 
« To Oſmyn ; but ſome other opportunity 


« Muſt make that PR: 


nd. 


eli. 
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« Per. To me twas long ſince plain, 

« And ev'ry look from him and her confirms it. 

Car. If fo, unhappineſs attends their love, 

« And I could pity em. I hear ſome coming. 


« The friends, perhaps, are met; let us avoid em. 
— 


Enter Aumenra and LON ORA. 
Alm. It was a fancy'd noiſe, for all is huſn'd. 


Leon. mu bore the accent of a human voice. 
Alm. It was thy fear, or elſe ſome tranſient wind 


Whiſtling through hollows of this vaulted aiſle. 


We'll liſten 
Leon. Hark ! 
Alm. No, all is huſh*d, and Rill as FEET FI 
ful ! 
How reverend is the face of this tall pile, 
Whoſe ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch*'d and pond'rous roof, 
By its own weight made ftedfaft and immoveable, 
Looking tranquility. It ftrikes an awe 
And terror on my aking fight ; the tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold, 
And ſhoot a chillneſs to my tremblidg heart. 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 65 


Nay, quickly fpeak to me, and let me hear 


Thy voice—my own affrights me with its echoes. 
Leon. Let us return; the horror of this place 
And ſilence will enereaſe your melancholy. 
Alm. It may my fears, but cannot add to that. 
No, I will on; ſhew me Anſelmo's tomb, 
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Lead me o'er bones and ſculls, and mould'ring earth, 
Of human bodies; for Pll mix with them, 

Or wind me in the ſhroud of ſome pale corſe 
Yet green in earth, rather than be the bride 

Of Garcia's more deteſted bed : that thought 
Exerts my ſpirits; and my preſent fears 

Are loſt in dread of greater ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for I am bolder. grown: lead on 
Where I may kneel, and pay my vows again 


To him, to Heav'n, and my Alphonſo's ſoul. 


Leon. go; ; but Heay'n can tell with what regret, 
| 2 


nter HELI. 


I wander thro' this maze of monuments, 
Yet cannot find him Hark ! ſure tis the voice 


Of one complaining—There it ſounds—T'll follow it. 
55 
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SCENE II. 


Opening, diſcovers a Place of Tombs: one Monument fro Fe 
ing the view greater than the reſt. 


Enter ALMERIA and LEONORA. 


Leon. Behold the ſacred vault, within whoſe womb 
The poor remains of good Anſelmo reſt, 
Yet freſh and unconſum'd by time or worms: 
What do | ſee? Oh, Heav'n! either my eyes 


Are falſe, or ſtill the marble door remains 


Unclos'd ; the iron gates, that lead to death 
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Beneath, are ſtill wide ſtretch'd upon their hinge, 
And ſtaring on us with unfolded leaves. 

Alm. Sure tis the friendly yawn of death for me; 
And that dumb mouth, ſignificant in ſhow, 


Invites me to the bed, where J alone 


Shall reſt; ſhews me the grave, where nature, 
weary 

And long oppreſs'd with woes and bending cares, 

May lay the burden down, and ſink in ſlumbers 

Of peace eternal. Death, grim death, will fold 

« Me in his leaden arms, and preſs me cloſe 

4 To his cold clayey breaſt:“ my father then 

Will ceaſe his tyranny ; and Garcia too 

Will fly my pale deformity with loathing. 

My ſoul, enlarg'd from its vile bonds, will mount, 

And range the ſtarry orbs, and milky ways, 101 

Of that refulgent world, where I ſhall ſwim 

& In liquid light, and float on ſeas of blifs 

To my Alphonſo's ſoul. Oh, joy too great ! 

Oh, ecſtacy of thought! Help me, Anſelmo z 

Help me, Alphonſo ; take me, reach thy hand; 

To thee, to thee I call, to thee, — : 

Oh, Alphonſo! 


Osmryn aſcending from the tomb. 


Oſm. Who calls that wretched thing that was Al- 
phonſo? 
Alm. Angels, and all the hoſt of Heay” n, ſupport 
me! | 
n. Whence is that voice, els ſhrillneſs from 
the grave, 
C c 
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And * to his father's ſhroud, roots up. 
Alphonſo ! 
Am. Mercy! Providence! Oh, ſpeak, 
Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy boſom, from the light, 
And from my eyes. 
O. Amazement and illuſion 1 
Rivet and nail me where 1 ſtand, ye pow'rs, 120 
[ Coming forward, 
That, motionleſs, I may be ſtill deceiv d. 
Let me not ſtir, nor breathe, leſt I diſſolve 6 
That tender, lovely form of painted air, 
So like Almeria. Ha! it ſinks, it falls; 
I'll catch it ere it goes, and graſp her ſhade. 
"Tis life ! 'tis warm! 'tis ſhe, 'tis ſhe herſelf! 
Nor dead, nor ſhade, but breathing and alive ! 
It is Almeria, tis my wife! 


Enter HELI. 


Leon. Alas! ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor uns k het eyes; 
He too is fainting Help me, help me, ſtranger, 
Whoe'er thou art, and lend thy hand to raiſe 
Theſe bodies. | 

Hel. Ha! "tis he! and witl Almeria! 

Oh, miracle of happineſs ! Oh, joy 
Unhop'd for ! does Almeria live ? 

Oſm. Where is ſhe ? 

Let me behold, and touch her, and be ſure 5 
Tis ſhe; © ſhew me her face, and let me feel 
&« Her lips with mine Tis ſhe, Pm not deceiy'd ; 
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6e taſte her breath, I warm'd her and am warm' d.“ 
Look up, Almeria, bleſs me with thy eyes; 141 
Look on thy love, thy lover, and thy huſband. 

Alm. l've ſworn I'll not wed Garcia: why d' ye 


force me. 


Is this a father? 


On. Look on thy Alphonſo. 
Thy father is not here, my love, nor Garcia : 


Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy Alphonſo. 


« Wilt thou not know me? Haſt thou then forgot 
me? 

« Haſt thou thy eyes, yet canſt not ſee Alphonſo * 
Am I fo alter'd, or art thou ſo chang'd, | 
That ſeeing my diſguiſe thou ſee'ſt not me? 

Alm. It is, it is Alphonſo ; tis his face, 
His voice, I know him now, I know him all. 
Oh, take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 
© Back to the bottom of the boundleſs deep, 
To ſeas beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt. 
Oh, how haſt thou return'd ? How haſt thou charm'd 
The wildneſs of the waves and rocks to this ? 
That thus relenting they have giv'n thee back 


To earth, to light and life, to love and me. 160 


Oſm. Oh, I'll not aſk, nor anſwer, how or why 


We both have backward trod the paths of fate, 


To meet again in life; to know I have thee, 
Is knowing more than any circumſtance, 
Or means, by which 1 have thee 


To fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy lips, 
And gaze upon thy eyes, is ſo much joy, 
| | C 2 
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have not leiſure to reflect, or know, 
Or trifle time in thinking. 
Alm. Stay a while 
Let me look on thee yet a little more. 
ve Ofm. What wouldſt thou? thou doſt put me from 
| thee. 
« Alm. Yes. | 
* Ofm. And why ? What doſt thou mean ? Why 
doſt thou gaze ſo ? 
* Alm. I know not; tis to ſee thy face, I think—” 
It is too much ! too much to bear and live ! 
To ſee thee thus again is ſuch profuſion 


Of joy, of bliſs I cannot bear I muſt 
Be mad I cannot be tranſported thus. 
O/m. Thou excellence, thou joy, thou Heav'n of 
love ! 180 
Alm. Where haſt thou been? and how art thou 
alive? 
“How is all this? All-pow'rful Heay' n, what are 
we ? 


« Oh, my ftrain'd heart. let me again behold thee, 
For I weep to ſee thee——Art thou not paler ? 
«© Much, much; how thou art chang'd ! 
« Ofm. Not in my love. | 
« Alm. No, no, thy griefs, I know, have done this 
to thee. 
« Thou has wept much, Alphonſo ; and, „ 
« Too much, too tenderly, lamented me. 
* Oſm. Wrong not my love, to ſay too tenderly. 
«© No more, my life; talk not of tears or grief; 
ce Affliction is no more, now thou art found. 
Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my arms, 


. 
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« My arms which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with twining ? Come, come to my heart. 
« Alm. I will, for I ſhould never look enough. 
« They would have marry'd me; but I had ſworn 
« To Heav'n and thee, and ſooner would have dy'd— 
- © Ofm. Perfection of all faithfulneſs and love! 199 
& Alm. Indeed I would —Nay, I would tell thee all, 
« If I could ſpeak ; how I have mourn d and pray 'd: 
« For I have pray'd to thee, as to a ſaint; 
And thou haſt heard my pray'r; for thou art come 
« To my diftreſs, to my deſpair, which Heav'n 
“Could only, by reſtoring thee, have cur d. 
« O/m. Grant me but life, good Heav'n, but length 
of days, 
« 'To pay ſome part, ſome little of this debt, 
« This countleſs ſum of tenderneſs and love, 
For which I ſtand engag'd to this all- excellence: 
“Then bear me in a whirlwind to my fate, 
« Snatch me from life, and cnt me ſhort unwarn'd : 
« 'Then, then, 'twill be enough—1 ſhall be old, 
“J ſhall have paſs'd all zras then 
« Of yet unmeaſur'd time; when I have made 
« This exquiſite, this moſt amazing goodneſs, 
« Some recompence of love and matchleſs truth. 
% Alm. Tis more than recompence to ſee thy 
face: 
6e If Heav'n is greater joy it is no happineſs, 
&« For tis not to be born What ſhall I ſay? 
e have a thouſand things to know and aſk, 220 


And ſpeak—That thou art here beyond all hope, 


* All thought; that all at once thou art before me, 
* And with ſuch ſuddenneſs haſt hit my ſight, 
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« Is ſuch ſurpriſe, ſuch myſtery, ſuch extaſy, 
« It hurries all my ſoul, and ſtuns my ſenſe.” 
Sure from thy father's tomb thou didſt ariſe ? 
Ofm. I did; and thou, my love, didſt call me; 


thou, | 
Alm. True ; but how cam'ſt thou 8 Wert 
thou alone? 


' Ofm. I was, and lying on my father's lead, 
When broken echoes of a diſtant voice | 
Diſturb'd the ſacred ſilence of the vault, 

In murmurs round my head. I roſe and liſten'd, 

And thought J heard thy ſpirit call Alphonſo ; 

I thought I ſaw thee too ; but, Oh, 1 thought not 

That 1 indeed ſhould be ſo bleſt to ſee thee 
Alm. But ſill, how cam'ſt thou thither? _ thus? 

| —Ha! 

What's he, who, like thyſelf, is Bartel here 

Ere ſeen? 

Ofm. Where? Ha? What do I ſee, Antonio! 
I'm fortunate indeed my friend too, ſafe! 240 
Heli. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſs'd. 

Alm. More miracles ! Antonio too, eſcap'd ! 

O/m. And twice eſcap'd; both from the rage of 
And war: for in the fight I ſaw him fall. 

Heli. But fell unhurt, a pris'ner as yourſelf, 
And as yourſelf made free; hither I came, 
Impatiently to ſeek you, where I knew ), 
Tour grief would lead you to lament Anſelmo. 
„ Of. There are no wonders, or elſe all is won- 

| der. | ; | 
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« Heli. I ſaw you on the ground, and rais*d you up. 
« When with aſtoniſhment I ſaw Almeria. 

&« Ofm. I ſaw her too, and therefore ſaw not thee, 

« Alm. Nor 1 5 nor could I, for my eyes were 

66 yours,” 
n. What means the bounty of all-gracious 

Heav'n, 

That preſerving till, with open hand, 

It ſcatters good, as in a waſte of mercy ! 

Where will this end? But Heav'n is infinite 

In all, and can continue to beſtow, 

When ſcanty number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 

Leon, Or I'm deceiv'd, or I beheld the glimpſe 
Of two in ſhining habits croſs the aiſle ; 261 
Who by their pointing, ſeem to mark this place, 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt ook Jo 

| ſoon. 

Oſm. ] wiſh at leaſt our parting were a dream. 

Or we could fleep till we again were met, 

Heli. 2 ara with Selim, Sir, I ſaw and know em. 
You muſt .. quick, for love will lend her wings. 

Alm. What love? Who is ſhe? Why are you 

alm d? 
Oſm. She's the reverſe of thee ; ſhe's my unhappi- 
| nels, 
Harbour no thought that may diſturb thy peace; 
« But gently take thyſelf away, left ſhe 
Should come, and ſee the ftraining of my _ 
“To follow thee.” T 
Retire, my love, I'll think how we may meet 
To part no more ; my friend will tell thee all ; 
How I eſcap'd, how T am here, and thus; 


And he Heli. All, all he will unfold, 


Ere next we meet 


Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thoughts, 


« Which to exterior objects ow'fſt thy faculty, 


At once, as I before have ſeen her often 
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How I'm not call'd Alphonſo now, but Oſmyn; 


Alm. Sure we ſhall meet again 
On. We ſhall ; we part not but to meet again. 
Gladneſs and warmth of ever-kindling love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in abſence. 
[Exeunt Alm. Leon. and Heli. 
Yet I behold her yet and now no more. 


So ſhall you ſtill behold her “ ?twill not be. 
« Oh, impotence of ſight ! Mechanic ſenſe ! 


e Not ſeeing of election, but neceſſity. 

« 'Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors, 

« Succeſlively reflect ſucceeding images: 

« Not what they would, but muſt ; a ſtar, or toad; 
« Tuft as the hand of chance adminiſters. 

« Not ſo the mind, whoſe undetermin'd view 

« Revolves, and to the preſent adds the paſt : 

« Effaying farther to futurity; 

« But that in vain. I have Almeria here 


Enter ZARA and SELIM. 


Zar. See where he ſtands, folded and . to 
earth, | 
gtiff ning in thought, a ſtatue among ſtatues. 300 
Why, cruel Oſmyn, doſt thou fly me thus? 
& Ts it well done? Is this then the return 
« For fame, for honour, and for empire loſt ? 
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But what is loſs of honour, fame, and empire ? 
« Is this the recompence reſerv'd for love? 
« Why, doſt thou leave my eyes, and fly my arms, 
« To find this place of horror and obſcurity ??? 
Am I more loathſome to thee than the grave, 
That thou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My love? But to the grave I'll follow thee— | 
He looks not, minds not, hears not? barb'rous man! 
Am I neglected thus? Am I deſpis'd 
Not heard! Ungrateful Oſmyn ! 
On. Ha, *tis Zara! 
Zar. Yes, traitor z Zara, loſt, abandon'd Zara, 
Is a regardleſs ſuppliant now, to Oſmyn. 
The ſlaye, the wretch that ſhe redeem'd from death, 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. 
mn. Far be the guilt of ſuch N from 
me; | 
Loſt in myſelf, and blinded by my v thoughts, 400 
I ſaw you not till now. 
Zar. Now then you ſee me— | 
But with ſuch dumb and thankleſs eyes you look, 
Better I was unſeen, than ſeen thus coldly. 
Oſm. What would you from a wretch who came to 
' mourn, ' 
And only for his ſorrows choſe this ſolitude ? 
Look round; joy is not here, nor chearfulneſs. 
| You have purſu'd misfortune to its dwelling, 
Yet look for gaiety and gladneſs there. 
Zur. Inhuman! Why, way doſt thou rack me 
thus? 
And, with perverſeneſs, b the + er ? 
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What 1s't to me, this houſe of miſery ? 
What joy do I require ? if thou doſt mourn, 
I come to mourn with thee, to ſhare thy griefs, 
And give thee, for em, in exchange, my love. 
On. Oh, that's the greateſt grief.—1 am ſo poor, 
T have not wherewithal to give again. 
Zar. Thou haſt a heart, tho? tis a ſavage one ; 
Give it me as it is; I aſk no more | 
For all I've done, and all J have endur'd : 340 
For ſaving thee, when I beheld thee firſt, 
Driv'a by the tide upon my country's coaſt, 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny waves, 
Thou and thy friend, 'till my compaſſion found thee ; 
Compaſſion ! ſcarce wilt own that name, ſo ſoon, 
So quickly, was it love; for thou wert godlike 
E' en then. Kneeling on earth, I loos'd my hair, 
And with it dry'd thy watery cheeks, then chaf d 
Thy temples, till revivipg blood aroſe, 
And, like the morn, vermilion'd o'er thy face. 
Oh, Heav'n ! how did my heart rejoice and ake, - 
When I beheld the day-break of thy eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy reſpiring lips ! | 
„ Of, Oh, call not to my mind what you hae 
% done; 
c It ſets a deht of that account before me, 
« Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt even in hopes. 
„ Zar. The faithful Selim, and my women, know 
„The danger which I tempted to conceal you. 
«© You know how I abus'd the cred'lous king; 
* What arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, 360 
«© When he receiv'd you as the prince of Fez ; 
And as my kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd you.” 
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Oh! why do J relate what T have done? 
What did I not? Was't not for you this war 
Commenc'd? Not knowing who you were, nor why 
You hated Mannel, I urg'd my huſband 
To this invaſion ; where he late was loſt, 
Where all is loſt, and I am made a ſlave. 

* Oſm. You pierce my ſoul I own it all—But while 
The power is wanting to repay ſuch benefits, 
'Tis treble anguiſh to a generous heart. 

Zara. Repay me with thy heart—IWhat! dyſt thou 
art? 

Make no reply ! Is this thy gratitude? 
Look on me now, from empire fall'n to ſlavery 
Think on my ſuff' rings firſt, then look on me; 
Think on the cauſe of all, then view thyſelf : 
Reflect on Oſmyn, and then look on Zara, 
The fall'n, the loſt, and now the captive Zara, 

And now abandon'd Say, what then is Oſmyn ? 
n. A fatal wretch—A. huge, ſtupendous ruin, 
That tumbling on its prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 381 

And bore contiguous palaces to earth 
Zar. Yet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with the 
vileſt, £2 
If I have gain'd thy love, tis glorious ruin; 
Ruin ! tis ſtill to reign, and to be more 
A queen; for what are riches, empire, power, 
But larger means to pratify the will? 


5 


* The lines printed in Italics are not in the original, but are 
now given to the reader as delivered in the repreſentation at 
Drury-lane Theatre. 
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The ſteps on which we tread, to riſe and reach 

Our wiſh; and that obtain'd, down with the ſcaf- 
folding 

- Of ſceptres, crowns, and thrones ; they ve ſerv'd their 
end, 

And are, like lumber, to be left and ſcorn'd. 

Ofm. Why was I made the inftrument to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind? 
Zara. We may be free; the conqueror is mine; 

In chains unſeen I hold him by the heart, 

And can unwind or ftrain him as I pleaſe. 

Give me thy love, I'll give thee liberty. 

On. In vain you offer, and in vain require 

What neither can beſtow. Set free yourſelf, 

And leave a ſlave the wretch that would be ſo. 400 
Zar. 'Thou canſt not mean fo poorly as thou talk'ſt. 
On. Alas! you know me not. 

Zar. Not who thou art : 
But what this laſt ingratitude declares, 
This groveling baſeneſs Thou ſay ſt true, I know 
Thee not; for what thou art yet wants a name; 
But ſomething ſo unworthy and ſo vile, 

That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loſt, 

Than all the malice of my other fate. 

Traitor, monſter, cold, and perfidious ſave; 

A ſlave not daring to be free; nor dares 

To love above him; for 'tis dangerous. 

« Tis that, I know ; for thou doſt look, with eyes 

« Sparkling deſire, and trembling to poſſeſs. 

« T know my charms have reach'd thy very ſoul, 

« And thrill d thee through with darted fires ; but 
« thou 
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« Doft fear ſo much, thou dar'ſt not wiſh, ” Thi 


king ! | 
There, there's the dreadful ſound, the king thy 
| rival! 
Sel. Madam, the king is here, and entering now. 
Zar. As I could wiſh ; by Heav'n I'll be reveng'd. 


Enter the Kix, PEREZZ, and Attendants. 
King. Why does the faireſt of her kind withdraw 


Her ſhining from the day, to gild this ſcene 


Of death and night? Ha! what diſorder's this? 


Somewhat I heard of king and rival mention'd. 


What's he that dares be rival to the king, 


Or lift his eyes to like where I adore ? 


Zar. There, he, your priſoner, and that was my 


ſlave. 
King. How ? better than my hopes ! Does ſhe ac- 
cuſe him? [Afide. 


Zar. Am I become ſo low by my captivity, 
And do your arms fo leſſen what they _— 
That Zara muſt be made the ſport of ſlaves ? 
And ſhall the wretch, whom yeſter ſan beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow'r, 
Preſume to-day to plead audacious love, 
And build bold hopes on my dejected fate? 

Ling. Better for him to tempt the rage of Heay'n, 
And wrench the bolt red-hiſſing from the hand 
Of him that thunders, than but to think that 2 
lence. 


« Tis daring for a god. Hence to the wheel 440 


With that Ixion, who afpires to hold 
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Divinity embrac'd ; to whips and priſons 
Drag him with ſpeed, and rid me of his face. 
| [ Guards ſeize Oſmyn, and exeunt. 

Zar. Compaſſion led me to bemoan his * 
Whoſe former faith had merited much more: 
And, through my hopes in you, I undertook 
He ſhould be ſet at . thence ſprung his inſo. 

lence, 

And what was charity, he 83 love. 

King. Enough; his puniſhment be what you 

| pleaſe. 

But let me lead you from this place of ſorrow, 
To one where young delights attend, and joys, 
Vet new, unborn, and blooming in the bud, 
Which wait to be full-blown at your approach, 
And ſpread, like roſes, to the morning ſun :”? 
Where ev'ry hour ſhall roll in circling joys, 
And love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting day. 
Life, without love, is load; and time ſtands {till ; 
What we refuſe to him, to death we give; 


And then, then only, when we love, we live. 
[ Exeunt. 


{0+ 


AcT III. THE MOURNING BRIDE. | 47 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


— 


A Priſon. Os uxN with a Paper. 


Bur now, and I was clos'd within the tomb 

That holds my father's aſhes; and but now, 
Where he was pris'ner, T am too impriſon'd. 

Sure *tis the hand of Heav'n that leads me thus, 
And for ſome purpoſe points out theſe remembrances. 
In a dark corner of my cell I found 

This paper ; what it is this light will ſhew, 

If my Alphonſo! Ha! [ Reading. 
If my Alphonſo live, reſtore him, Heav'n; 
Give me more weight, cruſh my declining years 
With bolts, with chains, impriſonment and want; 

© But bleſs my ſon, viſit not him for me. 

It is his hand; this was his pray'r——yet more: 
Let ev'ry hair, which ſorrow by the roots [| Reading. 


Tears from my hoary and devoted head, 


ge doubled in thy mercies to my ſon: 
Not for myſelf, but him, hear me, all-gracious— 
Tis wanting what ſhould follow—Heay'n ſhould 


follow, os | 
Bat tis torn off Why ſhould that word alone 
Be torn from this petition? T was to Heav'n, 20 
But Heav'n was deaf, Heay'n heard him not; but 
— | 


Thus as the name of Heav'n from this is torn, 
So did it tear the ears of mercy from 
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His voice, ſhutting the gates of pray'r againſt him. 
If piety be thus debarr'd acceſs 

On high, and of good men the very beſt 

Is fingled out to bleed, and bear the ſcourge, 
What is reward ? Or what is puniſhment ? 

But who ſhall dare to tax eternal juſtice ! 

Yet I may think I may, I muſt ; for thought 
Precedes the will to think, and error lives 

Ere reaſon can be born. Reaſon, the power 

« To gueſs at right and wrong, the twinkling lamp 
« Of wand'ring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 
« Fooling the follower, betwixt ſhade and ſhining,” 
What noiſe ! Who's there? My friend? How cam'ſt 

thou hither ? 


Enter HELI. 


Heli. The time's too precious to be ſpent in 
telling. Wy 
The captain influenc'd by Almeria's power, 
Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 
O/m. How does Almeria? But I know ſhe is 40 
As 1 am. Tell me, may J hope to ſee her? 
Heli. You may. Anon, at midnight, when the 
king | 
ls gone to reſt, and Garcia is retir'd, 
( Who takes the privilege to viſit late, 
« Preſuming on a bridegroom's right)” ſhe'll come. 
fn. She'll come; tis what I wiſh, yet what I fear. 
She'll come ; but whither, and te whom? Oh, 
Heavn! | 
To a vile priſon, and a captiy'd wretch ; 


III. 
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To one, whom, had ſhe never known, ſhe had 
Been happy. Why, why was that heav'nly creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what Heav'n forſakes ? 
Why does ſhe follow, with unwearied ſteps, 
One, who has tir d misfortune with purſuing ? 
« One driven about the world, like blaſted leaves 
« And chaff, the ſport of adverſe winds : till late, 
« At length impriſon'd in ſome cleft of rock, 
« On earth it reſts, and rots to ſilent duſt.” 
Heli. Have hopes, and hear the voice of better 
fate. 
I've learn'd there are diſorders ripe for mutiny 
Among the troops, who thought to ſhare the plunder, 
Which Manuel to his own uſe and ayarice 61 
Converts. This news has reach'd Valentia's frontiers, 
Where many of your ſubjects, long oppreſs d 
With tyranny, and grievous impoſitions, | 
Are riſen in arms, and call for chiefs to head 
And lead them to regain their rights and liberty. 
On. By Heav'n thou aſt rous d me from my le- 
thargy, 
The ſpirit which was deaf to my own wrongs. 
And the loud cries of my dead father's blood, 
« Deaf to revenge—nay, which refus'd to hear 
The piercing ſighs and murmurs of my love 
Vet unenjoy'd ; what not Almeria could 
« Revive or raiſe,” my people's voice has waken'd. 
Heli. Our poſture of affairs, and ſcanty time 
My lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourſelf. 
Vn. Oh, my Antonio! I am all on fire; 
My ſoul is up in arms, ready to charge 
And bear amidſt the foe with conqu'ring troops. 
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1 hear em call to lead em on to liberty, | 
To victory; their ſhouts and clamours rend 8 
My ears, and reach the Heav'ns. Where is the king! 
Where is Alphonſo? Ha! where ? where indeed? 
Oh, I could tear and burſt the ſtrings of life, 

To break theſe chains. Off, off, ye ſtains of royalty; 


Off, ſlavery. Oh, curſe ! that I alone 


Can beat and flutter in my cage, when I 
Would ſoar and ſtoop at victory beneath. 
Heli. Abate this ardour, Sir, or we are loft. 
« Our poſture of affairs and ſcanty time, 
„My lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourſelf, 
« And think on what we may reduce to practice,” 
Zara, the cauſe of your reſtraint, may be 


The means of liberty reſtor d. That gain d, 


Occaſion will not fail to point out ways 
For your eſcape. Mean time, I've thought already 
With ſpeed and ſafety to convey myſelf, 


Where not far off ſome malecontents hold council 


Nightly, who hate this tyrant ; ſome, who love 
Anſelmo's memory, and will, for certain, 


When they ſhall know you love, aſſiſt your cauſe. 


On. My friend and counſellor, as thou think'ft 
fit, oy | | 

So do. I will, with patience, wait my fortune. 
Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your averſion. 
On. I hate her not, nor can diſſemble love: 101 

But as I may III do. I have a paper 

« Which I would ſhew thee, friend, but that the 

„„ «gue | 
Would hold thee here, and clog thy expedition. 


« Within I found it, by my father's hand 


97 


Cit 


the 


This his laſt legacy to me: which, here, 
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« Twas writ z a pray'r for me, wherein appears 
« Paternal love prevailing o'er his ſorrows ; 
Such ſanity, ſuch tenderneſs, ſo mix'd 
With grief, as would draw tears from inhumanity. 
Heli. The care of Providence ſure left it there, 
« Toarm your mind with hope. Such piety 
« Was never heard in vain. Heav'n has in ſtore 
« For you thoſe bleſſings it withheld from him. 
In that aſſurance live; which time, I hope, 
« And our next meeting will confirm.” 
Oſm. Farewel, | 
My friend the good thou doſt deſerve, attend thee. 
[Exit Heli. 


Ive bong to blame, and queſtion'd with impiety 


The care of Heav'n. Not ſo my father bore | 
More anxious grief. This ſhould have better taught 
„ 120 
« This leſſon, in ſome hour of e 
“By him ſet down, when his pure thoughts were 
6c borne, | 
Like fumes of ſacred incenſe o'er the clouds, 
„And wafted thence, on angel's wings, thro' ways 
4 Of light, to the bright Source of all. For there 
He in the book of preſcience ſaw this day; 
* And waking to the world and mortal ſenſe, 
« Left this example of his reſignation,” 


PII treaſure as more worth than diadems, 
Or all extended rule of regal pow'r. 
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Enter Zara, 1 


Ofm. What brightneſs breaks _ me thus through 
ſhades, 
And promiſes a day to this dark ae g? 
Is it my love ?— 
Zar. Oh, that thy hems had taught 
[Lifting her wail. 
'Thy tongue that ſaying! 

Om. Zara! I am betray'd 
By my ſurprize. 

Zar. What! does my my face diſpleaſe thee ? 
That, having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy eyes 140 
Away, as from deformity and horror ? 
Tf ſo, this ſable curtain ſhall again 
Be drawn, and I will ſtand before thee, ſeeing, 
And unſeen, Is it my love? Aſk again 
That queſtion ; ſpeak again in that ſoft voice? 

And look again with wiſhes in thy eyes. 

Oh, no! thou canſt not, for thou ſeeſt me now, 

As ſhe whoſe ſavage breaſt hath been the cauſe 

Of theſe thy wrongs ; as ſhe whoſe barb'rous rage 

Has leaded thee with chains and galling irons. 

« Well doft thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my falſe- 
cc nels ; 

«© Could one who lov'd, thus torture whom ſhe loyd? 

c“ No, no, it muſt be hatred, dire revenge, 

« And deteſtation, that could uſe thee thus. 

« So doſt thou think ; then do but tell me ſo; 

cc Tell me, and thou ſhalt ſee how I'll revenge 

cc Thee on this falſe one, how I'll ſtab and tear 
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This heart of flint, till it ſhall bleed; and thou 
« Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miſeries.“ 
Oſm. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
bear my fortunes with ſo low a mind, 161 
« As ſtill to meditate revenge on all | 
« Whom chance, or fate, working by ſecret cauſes, 
« Has made, ee, ſubſervient to that end 
« The heav'nly pow'rs allot me; no, not * 
But deſtiny and inauſpicious ſtars 
Have caſt me down to this low being. Or 
Granting you had, from you I have deſervd it. 
Zar. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou be> 
lieve | 


F* kindly of my fault, to call it 3 * 


Oh, give that madneſs yet a milder name, 
And call it paſſion! then, be ſtill more kind, 
And call that paſſion love. 
On. Give it a name, 
Or being, as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 
Zar. Oh, thou doſt wound me more with this thy 
goodneſs, 
Than e'er thou couldſt with bittereſt reproaches ; ; 


Thy anger could not pierce thus to my heart. 


Vn. Yet I could wiſh | 
Zar. Haſte me to know it; what? 180 
n. That at this time I had not been this thing. 
Zar. What thing ? 
On. This ſlave. 
Zar. Oh Heav'n! my fears interpret 
This thy ſilence; ſome what of high concern, 
Long faſhioning within thy labouring mind, 
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And now juſt ripe for birth, my rage has ruin'd. 
Have I done this? Tell me, am I fo curs'd? 

On. Time may have ſtill one fated hour to come, 
Which, wing d with. liberty, might overtake 
Occaſion paſt, 

Zar. Swift as occaſion, I 
Myſelf will fly ; and earlier than the morn, 

Wake thee to freedom. © Now tis late; and yet 
« Some news few minutes paſt, arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
tc To ſhake the temper of the king—Who knows 
«« What racking cares difeaſe a monarch's bed? 

% Or love, that late at night ſtill lights his lamp, 
“And ftrikes his rays thro” duſk and folded lids, 

“6 Forbidding reſt, may ſtreteh his eyes awake, 200 
* And force their balls abroad at this dead hour. 

« PH try. 1 
On. I have not merited this grace; 

Nor, ſhould my ſecret purpoſe take effect, 

Can I repay, as you require, ſuch benefits, 

Zar. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I 

more | | 

To give, than I've already loft. But now, 

So does the form of our engagements reſt, 

Thou haſt the wrong till I redeem thee hence; 

That done, I leave thy juſtice to return 


My love. Adieu. [Ext 


Om. This woman has a ſoul 
Of godlike mould, intrepid and commanding, 
And challenges, in ſpite of me, my beſt 
Efteem ; © to this, ſhe's fair, few more can boaſt 
* Of perſonal charms, or with leſs vanity 
« Might hope to captivate the hearts of kings 3” 
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But ſhe has paſhons which outſtrip the wind, 

And tear her virtues up, as tempeſts root 

The ſea. I fear, when ſhe ſhall know the truth, ' 220 
Some ſwift and dire event of her blind rage 

Will make all fatal. But behold, ſhe comes 


For whom I fear, to ſhield me from my fears, 
The cauſe and comfort of my boding heart. 


Enter AuMErnA. 


My life, my health, my liberty, my all! 

How ſhall I welcome thee to this fad place ? 

How ſpeak to thee the words of joy and tranſport ? 
How run into thy arms, withheld by fetters ; 

Or take thee into mine, while I'm thus manacled 
And pinion'd like a thief or murderer? 

Shall I not hurt and bruiſe thy tender body, 

And ftain thy boſom with the ruſt of theſe 

Rude irons ? Muſt I meet thee thus, Almeria? 

Alm. Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet again. 
Thou told*ſ me thou would'ſt think how we might 
meet 7 ® 

To part no more Now we will part no more; 

For theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall join us ever. 
On. Hard means to ratify that word !—Oh, 

cruelty ! 

“That ever I ſhould think beholding thee 

A torture! Vet ſuch is the — anguiſh 240 

« Of my heart, to ſee thy ſufferings ——Oh, Heay'n! 

„That I could almoſt turn my eyes away, 

Or with thee from thy ſight. 
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% Alm. Oh, ſay not ſo ! 2 
«© Tho? tis becauſe thou loy'ſt me. Do not ſay, 
% On any terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee. 


No, no, *tis better thus, that we together, 


&« Feed on each other's heart, devour our woes 
«© With mutual appetite z and mingling in 

One cup the common ſtream of both our eyes, 
„ Drink bitter draughts, with never-ſlaking thirſt ; 
6 'Thus better, than for any cauſe to part. 

« What doſt thou think? Look not ſo tenderly 

«© Upon me—ſpeak, and take me in thy arms 


Thou canft not; thy poor arms are bound, and 


« ftrive | 
& In vain with the remorſeleſs chains, which ona - 


; © And eat into thy fleſh, feſt'ring thy limbs 


« With rankling ruſt.” 
Ofm. Oh! O 
Alm. Give me that ſigh | 26d 

Why doſt thou heave, and ftifle in thy . 

Thy heart will burſt, thy eyes look red, and ſtart; 

Give thy ſoul way, and tell me thy dark thought. 

Ofm. For this world's rule, I would not wound thy 
_ -- boat 

With ſuch a dagger as then ſtuck my heart. 

Alm. Why ?.why? To know it, cannot wound 
me more 

Than knowing thou haft felt i it. Tell it me, 

W Thou giv'ſt me pain with too much tenderneſs. 
On. And thy exceſſive love diſtracts my ſenſe. 

Oh, wouldſt thou be leſs killing, ſoft, or kind, 

Grief could not double thus his darts againſt me. 


nd 


bd 


nd 


That piece- meal grind, are beds of down and balm 


Kill me, then, kill me, daſh me with thy chains, 
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Alm. Thou doſt me wrong, and grief too robs my 
2. © 
If there he ſhoot not every other ſhaft ; 
Thy ſecond ſelf ſhould feel each other wound, 
And woe ſhould be in equal portions dealt. 
I am thy wife— 
On. Oh, thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: 
There, there I bleed ; there pull the cruel cords, 
That ſtrain my cracking nerves; engines and wheels, 


To that ſoul-racking thought. 0 5" 
Alm. Then I am curs'd 
Indeed, if that be ſo! if I'm thy torment, 


Tread on me: © What, am I the boſom-ſnake 
That ſucks thy warm life-blood, and gnaws thy 
« heart; 
„Oh, that thy words had force to bunt thoſe bonds, 
As they have ſtrength to tear this heart in ſunder; 
8 o ſhould'ſt thou be at large from all oppreſſion.“ | 
Am I, am I of all thy woes the worſt ? 
n. My all of bliſs, my everlaſting life, 
Soul of my ſoul, and end of all my wiſhes, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy words, 
And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings ? 
* Why doſt thou aſk? Why doſt thou talk thus 
piůercingly?“ 
Thy ſorrows have diſturb'd thy peace of mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of miſeries impoſſible. 
Alm, Didſt not thou ſay that racks and wheels were 
- bald: -- 
And beds of eaſe, to thinking me thy wife ? 
D | 
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in. No, no; nor ſhould the ſubtleſt pains that 

hell 300 

Or hell · born malice can zuvent, extort 
A wiſh or thought from me to have thee other. 
But thou wilt know what harrows up my heart : 
Thou art my wife——nay, thou art yet my bride— 
The ſacred union of connubial love | 
Yet unaccompliſh'd ; © his myſterious rites 
6“ Delay'd ; nor has our hymeneal torch 
« Yet lighted up his laft moſt grateful facrifice ; 
“ But daſh'd with rain from eyes, and ſwail'd with 
. « ſighs, 
“ Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring light.” 
Is this dark cell a temple for that god ? 
Or this vile earth an altar for ſuch offerings ? 
This den for ſlaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes; 
4 Is this our marriage bed? are theſe our joys ?” 
Is this to call thee mine? Oh, hold, my heart! 
To call thee mine? Yes; thus even thus to call 
Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extremeſt extaſy. 
But, Oh, thou art not mine, not e' en in miſery ; 
And *tis deny'd to me to be ſo bleſs'd, 
As to be wretched with thee. 320 
Alm. No; not that 
Th' extremeſt malice of our fate can hinder: 
That ſtill is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the leavings of calamity. 
There we will feaſt and ſmile on paſt diftreſs, 
And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual ruin. 

Oſm. Oh, thou doſt talk, my love, as one reſolv'd, 
Becauſe not knowing danger. But look forward; 
Think of to-morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 


es; 


20 
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From theſe weak, ſtruggling, unextended arms : 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will ſtrain, 
Jo graſp and reach what is deny'd my hands: 
« Think how the blood will ſtart, and tears will guſh, 
To follow thee, my ſeparating ſoul.” 
Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia ! 
Then will I ſmear theſe walls with blood, disfigure 
And daſh my face, and rive my clotted hair, 
Break on the flinty floor my throbbing breaſt, 
And grovel with gafh'd hands to ſcratch a grave, 
« Stripping my nails to tear this pavement up.” 340 
And bury me alive. | | 
% Alm. Heart-breaking horror? 
Oſm. Then Garcia ſhall lie panting on thy boſom, 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy charms ; 
And thou per- force muſt yield, and aid his tran- 
were.” - a | 
Hell! Hell! have I not cauſe to rage and rave ? 
What are all racks, and wheels, and whips to this ? 
Are they not ſoothing ſoftneſs, ſinking eaſe, 
“And wafting air to this?“ Oh, my Almeria! 
What do the dama'd endure, but to deſpair, 
But knowing Heay'n, to know it loſt for ever? 
An. Oh, I am ſtruck; thy words are bolts of ice, 


| Which ſhot into my breaſt, now melt and chill me. 


J chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling fears. 

No, hold me not——Oh, let us not ſupport, 

4 But ſink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 

“Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our eyes, 

* But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of earth 

* With rivers of inceſſant ſcalding rain.” 
| ': WA 
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Enter Zaka, Perez, SELIM. 


Zar. Some what of weight to me requires his free- 
dom. 2360 

Dare you diſpute the king! 8 — ? „ 
The royal ſignet. F986, 1541+] 

Per. JI obey; yet beg 
Your majeſty one moment to defer 
' Your ent'ring, till the princeſs'is return'd 
From viſiting the noble priſoner. 

Zar. Ha! 
What ſay'ſt thou? 

On. We are loſt ! undone diſcorerd! 
« Retire, my life, with ſpeed Alas, we're ſeen;” 
Speak of compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak | 
Of interceding for me with the king ; © 
Say ſomewhat quickly to n our loves, 
If poſſible | | 

Alm. I cannot ſpeak. 

Den. Let mee 
Conduct you forth, as not pereciving ho 
But till ſhe*s gone; then bleſs me thus again. 

Zar. Trembling and wen as he leads her 


51; Rob: - \ 
Confuſion in his face, and grief in hers! ! 380 
"Tis plain Ive been abus d Death and deftruc- 
| tion! 


&«© How ſhall I ſcarch : into this myſtery * 

4 The blueſt blaſt of peſtilential air 

« Strike, damp, deaden her charms, and kill his eyes; 
Perdition catch em both, and ruin part em. 
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Of this deceiver 
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On. This charity to one unknown, and thus 
[Aloud to Almeria as ſbe goes out. 
Diftreſs'd, Heav'n will repay ; all thanks are poor. 
[Exit Almeria. 
Zar. Damn'd, ad difſemble! Yet I will be 
calm, 

Choak in my rage, Re know the com * 

Vou ſeem much ſurpris d. 390 
Oſm. At your return ſo ſoon and unexpected! 

Zar. And ſo unwiſh'd, unwanted too it ſeems. 

Confuſion! Yet. J will contain myſelf. 

You're grown a favourite ſince laſt we parted ; 

Perhaps I'm ſaucy and intruding- 
Ofm. Madam 6 5 - : 
Zar. I did not know the princeſs? favourite. 

Your pardon, fir —— miſtake me not; you think 

I'm angry; you're deceiv'd. I came to ſet 

Vou free; but ſhall return much better pleas'd, - 

To find you have an intereſt ſuperior. | 
n. You do not come to mock my n 
Zar. I do. 

On. I could at this time PR your mirth. 
Zar. I know thou couldſt; but I'm not often 
pleas'd. 

And will indulge it now. What miſeries? 

Who would not be thus happily confin'd, 

To be the care of weeping majeſty ; 

To have contending queens at dead of night, 

Forſake their down, to wake with wat'ry eyes, 410 

And watch like tapers o'er your hours of reſt ? 

Oh, curſe! I cannot hold 
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Ofme. Come, tis too much. | | | 
Ofm. How, madam! 
Zar. Thou ſhalt die. 


Ofm. I thank you. 
Zar. Thouly'ſt, for now I know for whom thoud'ſt 


"ft: 

Oſm. Then you may know for Rl I'd che. 

Zar. Hell! Hell! | 
Yet I'll be calm Dark and unknown „ 
But now the dawn begins, and the flow hand 
Of Fate is ſtretch'd to draw the veil, and leave 
Thee bare, the naked mark of public view. 
n. You may be ſtill deceiv'd, 'tis in my pow'r— 

Chain d as I am, to fly from all my wrongs 

And free myſelf, at once, from miſery, 
And you of me. 

Zar. Ha! ſay'ſt thou but I' prevent it—— 
Who waits there? As you will anſwer it, look this 

ne... [To the guard. 

Attempt no means to make himſelf away. 431 
I've been deceiv d. The public ſafety now 
Requires he ſhould be more confin'd, and none, 
No, not the princeſs ; ſuffer'd or to ſee 
Or ſpeak with him. III quit you to the king. 
Vile and ingrate! too late thou ſhalt repent 
The baſe injuſtice thou haſt done my love: 
Yes, thou ſbalt know, ſpite of thy paſt diſtreſs, 
And all thoſe ills which thou ſo long haſt mourn'd ; 
Heav'n has no rage like love to hatred turn'd, 
Nor hell a fury like a woman ſcorn'd,  [Exeunt. 


III. 


ſt 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
— —ä—ä3ʒää e — emma 


A Room of State. Zanz; SELIM. 


Zara. 


Tnov haſt already rack'd me with thy Ray ; 
Therefore require me not to aſk thee twice : 
Reply at once to all. What is concluded? 

Sel. Your accuſation highly has incens'd 
The king, and were alone enough to urge 
The fate of Oſmyn ; but to that, freſh news 
Ts fince arriv*d, of more revolted troops. 
"Tis certain Heli, too, is fled, and with him 
(Which breeds amazement and diſtraction) ſome 
Who bore high offices of weight and truſt, 


Both in the ſtate and army. This confirms 


The king in full belief of all you told him. 
Concerning Oſmyn, and his correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the mutiny. 
Wherefore a warrant for his death is ſign'd; 
And order giv'n for public execution. 

Zar. Ha! haſte thee! fly, prevent his fate and 

mine; 

Find out the king, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t impart ere Oſmyn die. 

Sel. It needs not, for the king will ſtraight be here, 
And, as to your revenge, not his own int'reſt, 21 
Pretend to ſacriſice the life of Oſmyn. 
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Zar. What ſhall I fay, invent, contrive, adviſe ? 
vomewhat to blind the king, and fave his life, 
In whom I live, Spite of my rage and pride, 
« Tam a woman, and a lover ſtill. 
« Oh! 'tis more grief but to ſuppoſe his death, 
« 'Than ftill to meet the rigour of his ſcorn. 
« From my deſpair my anger had its ſource ; 
« When he is dead I muſt deſpair for ever. 
« For ever! that's deſpair——it was diftruft 
« Before ; diſtruſt will ever be in love, 
« Andanger in diſtruſt ; both ſhort-liv'd pains. 
“ But in deſpair, and ever-during death, 
No term, no bound, but infinite of woe. 
* Oh, torment, but to think? what then to bear? 
Not to be borne” Deviſe the means to ſhun it, 
Quick; or, by Heav'n, this dagger drinks thy blood. 
Sel. My life is yours, nor wiſh I to preſerve it, 
But to ſerve you. I have already thought. 40 
Zar. Forgive my rage; I know thy love an 
truth. | 
But ſay, what's to be done, or when, or how, 
Shall I prevent or ſtop th' approaching danger ? 
Szl. You muſt ftill ſeem more reſolute and fix'd 
On Oſmyn's death ; too quick a change of mercy 
Might breed ſuſpicion of the cauſe. Adviſe 
That execution may be done in private. 
Zar. On what pretence ? 
Sz. Your own requeſt's enough. 
However, for a colour, tell him, you 
Have cauſe to fear his guards may be corrupted, 
And ſome of them bought off to Oſmyn's intereſt, 
Who at the place of execution will | 


IV. 
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Attempt to force his way for an eſcape ; 7 
The ſtate of things will countenance all ſuſpicions. 
Then offer to the king to have him ſtrangled 

In ſecret by your mutes; and get an order, 

That none but mutes may have admittance to him. 

I can no more, the king is here. Obtain 

This grant, and I'll acquaint you with the reſt. 60 


Enter Kine, GonsALEz, and PEREZ. 


King. Bear to the dungeon thoſe rebellious ſlaves, | 


“ 'Th' ignoble curs that yelp to fill the cry, 
And ſpend their mouths in barking tyranny.” 
But for their leaders, Sancho and Ramirez, 
Let em be led away to preſent death. 
Perez, ſee it perform'd. 
Gons. Might I preſume, 
Their execution better were deferred, 
Till Oſmyn die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this conſpiracy. 
King. Then be it ſo. 
Stay, ſoldier ; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none return'd of thoſe who follow'd Heli ? 
Gong. None, fir. Some papers have been ſince diſ- 
. | 
In Roderigo's houſe, who fled with him, 
Which ſeem'd to intimate, as if Alphonſo 
Were ſtill alive, and arming in Valentia : 
Which wears indeed this colour of a truth, 


They who are fled have that way bent their courſe. 


Of the ſame nature divers notes have been 80 
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Diſpers'd t' amuſe the people; whereupon 
Some, ready of belief, have rais'd this rumour : 
That, being ſav'd upon the coaſt of Afric, 
He there diſclos'd himſelf to Albucacim, 
And, by a ſecret compact made with him, 
Open'd and urg'd the way to this invaſion ; 
While he himſelf, returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this tumult. 
Zar. Ha! hear'ft thou that? Is Oſmyn then Al- 
phonſo: 
Oh, heav'n] a thouſand things occur at once 
To my remembrance now, that make it plain.” 
Oh, certain death for him, as ſure deſpair 
For me, if it be known If not, what hope 
Have I? Yet *twere the loweſt baſeneſs now, 
To yield him up—No, I will conceal him, 
And try the force of yet more obligations. 
Gons, Tis not impoſhble. Yet it may be 
That ſome impoſtor has uſurp'd his name. 
Your beauteous captive Zara can inform, 
If ſuch a one, ſo *ſcaping, was receiv'd, 109 
At any time in Albucacim's coutt. 
King. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect; 
An unforeſeen, unwelcome hour of buſineſs, 
Has thruft between us and our while of love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing ſand, 
Will quickly waſte and give again the day. 
Zar. You're too ſecure : the danger is more im- 
minent 
'Than your high courage ſuffers you to ſee ; 
While Ofmyn lives, you are not ſafe. 
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King. His doom 
Is paſs*d, if you revoke it not, be dies. 
Zar. Tis well. By what I heard upon your en- 
trance, . 
I find I can unfold what yet concerns 
You more. One, who did call himſelf Alphonſo, 
Was caſt upon my coaſt, as tis reported, 
And oft had private conference with the king; 
To what effect I knew not then: but he, 
Alphonſo, ſecretly departed, juſt 
About the time our arms embark'd for Spain. 
What I know more is, that a triple league \ 220 
Of ſtricteſt friendſhip was profeſt between 
Alphonſo, Heli, and the traitor Oſmyn. 
King. Public report is ratify'd in this. 
Zar. And Oſmyn's death requir'd of ftrong ne- 
ceſſity. Eo 
King. Give order ſtrait, that all the pris'ners die. 
Zar. Forbear a moment, ſomewhat more J have 
Worthy your private ear, and this your miniſter. 
_ Let all, except Gonſalez, leave the room. 
[Exit Perez, c. 
Zar. La am your captive, and you've us*d me nobly ; 
And, im return of that, tho? otherwiſe 
Your enemy, I have diſcover'd Oſmyn, 
« His private practice and conſpiracy 
“ Apainſt your ftate : and, fully to diſcharge 
« Myſelf of what I've undertaken,” now 
I think it fit to tell you, that your guards 
Are tainted ; ſome among 'em have reſaly'd 


To reſcue Oſmyn at the place of death. 
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King. Is treaſon then ſo near us as our guards ? 
Zar. Moſt certain; tho? my knowledge is not yet 


So ripe, to point at the particular men. 
King. What's to be done ? 
Zar. That too I will adviſe. 
I have remaining in my train ſome mutes, 
A preſent once from the ſultana queen, 


140 


In the grand ſignior's court. Theſe from their i in- 


fancy 
Are practis'd in the trade of . and ſhall 
(As there the cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle 
Oſmyn. 
Gons. My lord, the queen adviſes well. 


King. What off*ring, or what recompence remains 


In me, that can be worthy ſo great ſervices ? 
To caſt beneath your feet the crown you've fav'd, 
Tho' on the head that wears it, were too little. 


Zar. Of that hereafter : but, mean time, *tis fit 
You give ſtrict charge that none may be admitted 


To ſee the pris' ner, but ſuch mutes as I 


Shall ſend. 
King. Who waits there? 


Enter PER EZ. 


King. On your life, take heed 
That only Zara's mutes, or ſuch who bring 
Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 


160 


Zar. They, and no other, not the princeſs? ſelf. 


Per. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey'd. 
King. Retire. 


[ Exit . 


Pre 
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Gons. That interdiction ſo particular 
Pronounc'd with vehemence againſt the princeſs, 
Should have more meaning than appears barefac*d. 
The king is blinded by his love, and heeds 


It not. [Afide. ]J—Your majeſty ſure might have ſpar'd 
| The laſt reſtraint : you hardly can ſuſpect 


The princeſs is confed”rate with the Moor. 
Zar. I've heard her charity did once extend 
So far, to viſit him at his requeſt. 
Gons. Ha! 
King. How! She viſit Oſmyn ! What, my 
daughter ? 
Sz]. Madam, take heed; or you have ruin'd all. 
Zar. And after did ſolicit you on his 
Behalf. 
King. Never. You have been mifinform'd. 
Zar. Indeed! Then *twas a whiſper ſpread by 
ſome | 
Who wiſh'd it ſo : a common art in courts, 181 
I will retire and inftantly prepare 
Inſtruction for my miniſters of death. 


[Exit Zara and Selima. 


| Gons. There's ſomewhat yet of myſtery in this; 
Her words and actions are obſcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree : 
J like it not. DAldt. 
King. What doſt thou think, Gonſalez ? | 
Are we not much indebted to this fair one? 
Gons. I am a little flow of credit, fir, 


In the ſincerity of women's actions. 


Methinks this lady's hatred to the Moor 
Diſquiets her too much; which makes it ſeem. 
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As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 

I wiſh her mutes are meant to be employ'd 

As ſhe pretends I doubt it now—Your guards 
Corrupted | How? By whom? Who told her ſo? 
FP th? evening Oſmyn was to die; at midnight 

She begg'd the royal ſignet to releaſe him; 

J th* morning he muſt die again; ere noon 200 
Her mutes alone muſt ftrangle him, or he'll 

Eſcape. This put together ſuits not well. 


King. Yet that there's truth in what ſhe has dif. 


__ cover'd 

Is manifeſt from every circumſtance. 
This tumult, and the lords who fled with Heli, 
Are confirmation ;—that Alphonſo lives 
Agrees expreſsly too, with her report. 

Gons. I grant it, fir ; and doubt not, but in rage 
Of jealouſy, ſhe has diſcover'd what 
She now repents. It may be I'm deceiv'd. 
But why that needleſs caution of the princeſs ? 
What if ſhe had ſeen Oſmyn ? Tho? t'were ſtrange; 
But if ſhe had, what was't to her? Unleſs 


She fear'd her ſtronger charms might cauſe the 


Moor's 88 

Affection to revolt. 

King. 1 thank thee, friend. 
There's reaſon in thy doubt, and I am warn'd.— 
But think'ſt thou that my daughter ſaw this Moor? 

Gons. If Oſmyn be, as Zara has related 
Alphonſo's friend, tis not impoſſiblle 220 
But ſhe might wiſh, on his account, to ſee him. 


King. Say'ſt thou? By Heav'n, thou haſt rous'd a 


thought, 


— V 


. 
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That like a ſudden earthquake ſhakes my frame. 
Confuſion ! then my daughter's an accomplice, 
And plots in private with this hell;fh Moor. 

Gons. | hat were too hard a thought 
| ſhe comes— | 
Twere not amiſs to queſtion her a little, 
And try, how'er, if I've divin'd aright. 
If what I fear be true, ſhe'll be concern'd 
For Oſmyn's death, as he's Alphonſo's friend : 
Urge that, to try if ſhe'll ſolicit for him. 


but ſee, 


Enter ALMERIA and LRONORA. 


King. Your coming has prevented me, Almeria; 
I had determined to have ſent for you. 
Let your attendant. be diſmiſs'd ; I have 

| [ Leonora retires. 
To talk 1 you. Come near; why doſt thou ſhake? 
What mean thoſe ſwoll'n and red-fleck'd eyes, that 
look 

As they had wept in blood, and worn the night 
In waking anguiſh ? Why this on the day 
Which was deſign'd to celebrate thy nuptials ; 
But that the beams of light are to be ſtain'd 240 
With reeking gore, from traitors on the rack ? 
Wherefore J have deferr'd the marriage- rites; 
Nor ſhall the guilty horrors of this day 
Prophane that jubilee. 

Alm. All days to me 
Henceforth are equal : this, the day of death, 
To-morrow, and the next, and each that follows 
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Will undiftinguiſh'd roll, and but prolong 


One hated line of more extended woe. 
| King. Whence is thy grief? Give me to know the 
cauſe ; 

And look thou anſwer me with truth ; for know 
I am not unacquainted with thy falſhood. 

Why art thou mute ? Baſe and degen'rate maid ! 

| Gons. Dear madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the 
king. 
Alm. What is't to ſpeak? Or wherefore ſhould I 
ſpeak? 
What mean . tears but 2 unutterable ? 
King. They are the dumb confeſhons of thy 
mind; 
They mean thy guilt, and fay thou wert confed'rate 
With damn'd conſpirators to take my life. 

/ Oh, impious parricide! Now canſt thou ſpeak? 260 
Am. O earth, behold, I kneel upon thy boſom, 
And bend my flowing eyes to ſtream upon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield; 
Open thy bowels of compaſſion, take 
Into thy womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy race. Hear me, thou common parent 
I have no parent elſe—be thou a mother, 

And ftep between me and the curſe of him 
Who was—who was, but is no more a father ; 

But brands my innocence with horrid crimes ; 
And, for the tender names of child and daughter, 
Now calls me murderer and parricide. 

Hing. Riſe, I command thee, riſe—and if thou 
wouldit | 
' Acquit thyſelf of theſe deteſted names, 


he 


le 
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Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign dog, 


Now doom'd to die, that moſt accurſed Oſmyn. 
Alm. Never, but as with innocence I might, 
And free of all bad purpoſes. So Heaven's 
My witneſs. | | 
King. Vile equivocating wretch! 5 280 
With innocence! Oh, patience! hear—ſhe owns it! 
Confeſſes it! By Heav'n, I'll have him rack'd, 
Torn, mangled, flay'd, . d—all pains and tor- 
tures 
That wit of man, or dire revenge can think, 
Shall he, accumulated, underbear. | 
An. Oh, I am loſt, —There fate begins to wound, 
King. Hear me, then ; if thou canſt reply ; know, 
traitreſs, 
I'm not to learn that curs'd Alphonſo livres; 
Nor am J ignorant what Oſmyn is 
Alm. Th en all is ended, and we both muſt de 
Since thou' rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die. 
And yet alone would I have dy'd, Heav'n knows, 
Repeated deaths, rather than have reveal'd thee. 
« Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, tho? each 
Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt ſword, 
“And cleaves my heart, I would have borne it all, 
« Nay all the pains that are prepar'd for thee ; = 
© To the remorſeleſs rack I wou'd have givin 
« This weak and tender fleſh, to have been bruis?d 
“And torn, rather than have reveaPd thy being.“ 
King. Hell, hell! Do I hear this, and yet en- 
dure ! 


What, dar'ſt thou to my face avow * galt! 4 
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Hence, ere 1 curſe—fly my juſt rage with ſpeed ; 
Left I forget us both, and ſpurn thee from me. 
Alm. And yet a father! Think, I am your child! 
Turn not your eyes away—look on me kneeling ; 
Now curſe me if you can, now ſpurn me off. 
Did ever father curſe his kneeling child ? 
Never; for always bleſſings crown that poſture. 
Nature inclines, and half way meets that duty, 
<« Stooping to raiſe from earth the filial reverence ; 
& For bended knees returning folding arms, 
« With pray'rs, and bleſſings, and paternal love.” 


Oh, hear me then, thus crawling on the earth — 


King. Be thou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
The light impreſſion thou haſt made remains. 
Am. No, never will I riſe, nor loſe this hold, 
Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 
King. Ha! Who may live? Take heed! No more 
of that; 
For on my ſoul he dies, tho' thou and I, 320 
And all ſhould follow to partake his doom. 
Away, off, let me go Call her attendants. 
: [ Leonora and women return. 
Alm. Drag me; and barrow the earth with my bare 
| boſom; 
I will not go till you have ſpar'd my huſband. 


King. Ha! © What ſay'ſt thou?“ Huſband *. | 


„ Huſband ! damnation ! 
c What huſband !” Which? Who? 
Alm. He, be is my huſband. 
King. © Poiſon and daggers!” Who? 
Alm, Oh b [ Fats. 
ec Gant. Help, ſupport her.“ 
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Alm. Let me go, let me fall, fink deep—l'll dig, 
Ill dig a grave, and tear up death; © I will ; 
« PII ſcrape, *till I collect his rotten bones, 
And cloath their nakedneſs with my own fleſh 5? 
Yes, I will ſtrip off life, and we will change: 
| will be death; then, tho? you kill my huſband, 
He ſhall be mine ftill, and for ever mine. 
King, What huſband ? Whom doſt thou mean ? 
| Gons, She raves ! | 
Alm. Oh, that I did,” Oſmyn, he is my buG 
band, 340 
King, Oſmyn ! 
Alm. Not Oſmyn, but Alphonſo, is my dear 
And wedded huſband——Heayv'n, and air, and ſeas, 
Ye winds and waves, I call ye all to witneſs. 
King, Wilder than winds or waves thyſelf doſt 
rave 
Should 1 hear more, 1 too ſhould catch thy made 
neſs. 
Vet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire i import, 
% Which I'll not hear, *till I am more at peace.“ 
Watch her returning ſenſe, and bring me word; 
And look that ſhe us not on her life, 
[Exit King, 
Alm, Oh; ſtay, yor ſtay; hear me, I am not mad. 
I would to Heav'n I were——He's gone. 
Gons. Have comfort. 
An. Curs'd be that tongue that bids me be of 
comfort; 
Curs'd my own tongue, that could not move his pity ; 
Curs'd theſe weak hands, that that could not hold him 
here ? . 5 
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For he is gone to doom Alphonſo's death. 
Gont. Your too exceſhve grief works on your 
fancy, 
And deludes your ſenſe. Alphibaſo, if living, 
Is far from hence, beyond your father's pow'r. 360 
Alm. Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd flatterer 
Source of my woes: thou and thy race be curs'd 
But doubly thou, who couldſt alone have policy 
And fraud to find the fatal ſecret out, 
And know that Oſmyn was Alphonſo. 
Gons, Ha! 
Alm. Why doſt thou ſtart ? What Joſt thou * or 
hear? 
Was it the doleful bell, tolling for death? 
Or dying groans from my Alphonſo's breaſt ? 
See, ſee, look yorder !! where a grizzled, pale, 
And ghaſtly head glares by, all ſmear'd with blood, 
Gaſping as it would ſpeak ; and after, ſee, 
Behold, a damp, dead hand has dropp'd a dagger : 
PII catch it Hark! a voice cries murder! ah! 
My father's voice! hollow it ſounds, and calls 
Me from the tomb—1'll follow it; for there 
I ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſo. 
[Exeunt Almeria and Leonora. 
| Gons. She's greatly griev'd ; nor am I leſs ſur- 
priz d. 
Oſmyn, Alphonſo! No; ſhe over-rates 
My policy; I ne'er ſuſpected it; 0 
Nor now had known it, but from her miſtake. 
Her huſband too! Ha! Where is Garcia then? 
And where the crown that ſhould deſcend on him, 
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To grace the line of my poſterity ? 
Hold, let me think—if I ſhould tell the king— 
Things come to this extremity : his daughter 
Wedded already—what if he ſhould yield? 
Knowing no remedy for what is paſt, 

And urg'd by nature pleading for his child, 
With which he ſeems to be already ſhaken. 

And tho? I know he hates beyond the grave 
Anſelmo's race; yet if——that If concludes me. 
To doubt, when I may be aſſur'd, is folly. 

But how prevent the captive queen, who means 
To ſet him free? Ay, now 'tis plain. O well 
Invented tale! He was Alphonſo's friend. 

This ſubtle woman will amuſe the king. 

If I delay——twill door better ſo. 

One to my wiſh. Alonzo thou art welcome. 


Our 


or 


Fond 


Enter ALONZO. 


Alon. The king expects your lordſhip. 400 
Gons, *Tis no matter. "ek 
I'm not Y the way at preſent, good Alonzo. 
Alon. If 't pleaſe your * Pl] return, and 
ſay 


I have not ſeen you. 
Gons, Do, my beſt Alonzo, 
| Yet ſtay, I would but go; anon will ſerve—— 


Yet I have that requires thy ſpeedy help. 
I think thou would'ſ not ſtop to do me ſervice. 
Alon. I am your creature, 


\ 


8 THE MOURNING BRIDE. Acer u- 
Gons. Say thou art my friend. | 
I've ſeen thy ſword do noble execution. 


2 All that it can your lordſhip ſhatl command, 
ons. Thanks; and I take thee at thy word, 
T Thou'ſt ſeen, | 
Amongſt the followers of the captive queen, 
Dumb men, who make their meaning known by 
ſigns. 
Alon. I have, my lord. 
Gons. Could'ſt thou procure, with ſpeed 
And privacy, the wearing garb of one 
Of thoſe, tho? purchas d by his death, I'd give 
Thee ſuch reward, as ſhould exceed thy wiſh. 420 
Alon. Conclude it done. Where ſhall I wait your 


lordſhip ? 
Gons. At my apartment. Uſe thy utmoſt dil 
gence ; 
And ſay I've not been ſeen—Haſte, good Alonzo. | 


[Exit Alonzo, 


So, this can hardly fail. Abel ſlain, 
The greateſt obſtacle is then remoy'd. 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed ; 
And I yet fix the crown on Garcia's head. [Exil. 


CTIVY, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
| 
A room of State. Enter Km, Pzxsz, and ALONZO. 


Ling. 
Nor to be found! In an ill hour he's abſent. 


None, fay you? none! What, not the faw'rite 


ceunuch? 
Nor ſhe herſelf, nor any of her mutes, 
Have yet requir'd admittance ? 
Per. None, my lord. 
King. Is Oſmyn ſo diſpos'd as I commanded ? 
Fer. Faſt bound in double chains, and «4 full 
length 
He lies ſupine on earth; with as much eaſe 
She might remove the centre of this earth, 
As looſe the rivets of his bonds. 
King. Tis well. 
LA mute appears, and ſceing the 4 retires, 
Ha! top, and ſeize that mute; Alonzo, follow him. 
Ent'ring he met my eyes, and ſtarting back, | 
Frighted, and fumbling, one hand in his boſom, 
As to conceal th* importance of his errand. | 
[Alonzo follows him and returns with a paper. 
Alon. A bloody proof of obſtinate fidelity ! 
King, What doſt thou mean ? 
Alon. Soon as I ſeiz'd the man, 
He ſnatch'd from out his boſom this—and ſtrove 
With raſh and greedy haſte, at once, to cram 20 
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The morſel down his throat. I caught his arm, 
And hardly wrench'd his hand to wring it from him 
Which done, he drew a poignard from his fide, 
And on the inſtant plung'd it in his breaſt. 
King. Remove the body thence, ere Zara ſee it. 
Alon. I'll be ſo bold to borrow his attire ; 
Twill quit me of * promiſe to Gonſalez. 
[ Afide. Ex. 
&« Per. Whate'er it is, the king's complexion turns,” 
King. Hows this? My mortal foe beneath my roof! 
[Having read the letter. 
Oh, give me patience, all ye powers ! No, rather 
Give me new rage, implacable revenge, 
And trebled fury—Ha! who': s there? 
Per. My lord. 
' King. Hence, flave! how dart thou bide to watch 
and pry 
Into how poor a thing a king deſcends, 
How like thyſelf, when paſſion treads him down ? 
Ha! ſtir not, on thy life; for thou wert fix'd, 
And planted here, to ſee me gorge this bait, 
And laſh againſt the hook — By Heav'n, you're all 


Rank traitors ! thou art with the reſt combin'd: 40 


Thou knew'fſt that Oſmyn was Alphonſo; knew'ſt 

My daughter privately with him conferr'd; 

And wert the ſpy and pander to their meeting. 
Jer. By all that's holy, I'm amaz'd 
King. Thou ly'ſt. 

Thou art accomplice too with Zara; here 


Where ſhe ſets down—Gtill will 7 ſet thee free— 


[ Reading. 
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Thee free, Alphonſo 
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That ſomewhere is repeated have power 
Oer them that are thy guard. Mark that, thou traitor. 
Per. It was your majeſty's n I ſhould 
her order. 
King. [ Reading.] 


And flill will I ſet 
Hell! curs'd, curs'd Alphonſo 
Falſe and perfidious Zara ! Strumpet daughter! 
Away, begone, thou feeble boy, fond love; 
All nature, ſoftneſs, pity and compaſſion, 
This hour I throw ye off, and entertain 
Fell hate within my breaſt, revenge and gall. 
By Heav'n, I'll meet, and counterwork this treachery. 
Hark thee, villain, traitor—anſwer me, ſlave. 60 
Per. My ſervice has not merited thoſe titles. 
King. Dar'ſt thou reply? Take that”—thy ſer- 
vice! thine! ' & [Strikes him. 
What's thy whole life, thy ſoul, thy all, to my 
One moment's eaſe ? Hear my command; and look 


That thou obey, or horror on thy head: 


Drench me thy dagger in Alphonſo's heart. 
Why doſt thou ſtart ? Reſolve, or 

Per. Sir, IT will. 

King. Tis well—that when ſhe comes to Tet him 

free, 
His teeth may grin, and mock at her-remorſe. 
[ Perez going. 

Stay thee—T've farther thought I'll add to this, 
And give her eyes yet greater diſappointment : 
When thou haſt ended him, bring me his robe 
And let the cell where ſhe'll expect to ſee him 


Be darken'd, ſo as to amuſe the ſight. 


E 
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I'll be conducted thither—— mark me well 
There with his turban, and his robe array'd, 

And laid along, as he now lies, ſupine, 

I ſhall convict her, to her face, of falſhood. 

When for Alphonſo's ſhe ſhall take my hand, 80 
And breathe her ſighs upon my lips for his; 
Sudden T'll ſtart and daſh her with her guilt. 

But ſee, ſhe comes. I'll ſhun th? encounter; thou 


Follow me, and give heed to my direction. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Zang and 3 


Zar. © The mute not yet return'd!” ha! "tas the 
king, 
The king that parted hence! frowning he went; 
« His eyes like meteors roll'd, then darted down 
«© 'Their red and angry beams; as if his ſight 
« Would, like the raging dog-ftar, ſcorch the earth, 
«* And kindle ruin in its courſe :?? Doſt think 
He ſaw me? 
Sel. Ves: but then, as if he thought 
His eyes had err'd, he haſtily recall'd 
Th' imperfect look, and ſternly turn'd away. 


Zar. Shun me when ſeen ! I fear thou haſt undone. 


3 

« Thy ſhallow artifice begets ſuſpicion, 

4e And like a cobweb veil, but thinly ſhades 

« The face of thy * alone diſguiſing 

e What ſhould have ne'er been ſeen; 0 miſ- 
& chief! 

cc Thou, like the adder, venomous and deaf, 100 

« Haſt ſtung the traveller, and after hear'ſt 


* 


* 


ne 


ul- 


oo 


I'li give thee freedom, if thou dar'ſt be free: 
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& Not his purſuing voice; e' en when thou think ſt 
« To hide, the ruſtling leaves and bended graſs 
« Confeſs and point the path which thou haſt crept. 
« Oh, fate of fools ! officious in contriving 
« In executing, puzzled, lame, and loſt.“ 

el. Avert it Heav'n, that you ſhould ever ſuffer 
For my defect; or that the means which 1 
Devis'd to ſerve, ſhould ruin your deſign. 
Preſcience is Heav'n's alone, not giv'n to man, 
If I have fail'd, in what, as being man, 
I needs muſt fail; impute not as a crime 
My nature's want, but puniſh nature in me; 
[ plead not for a pardon, and to live, 
But to be puniſh'd and forgiven. Here, ſtrike; 
bare my breaſt to meet your juſt revenge. 

Zar. I have not leiſure now to take ſo poor 
A forfeit as thy life ; ſomewhat of high 
And more important fate requires my thought. | 
„When I've concluded on myſelf, if I 120 
© Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to die.” 
Regard me well; and dare not to reply 
To what I give in charge; for I'm reſolv'd. 
Give order that the two remaining mutes 
Attend me inſtantly, with each a bowl 
Of ſuch ingredients mix'd, as will with ſpeed 
Benumb the living faculties, and give 
Moſt eaſy and inevitable death. 
Yes, Oſmyn, yes ; be Oſmyn or Alphonſo, 
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Such liberty as I embrace myſelf, 
| E 2 


84 THE MOURNING RE. Aer v. 
Thou ſhalt partake. Since fates no more afford; 
I can but die with thee, to keep my word. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Opening, ſhews the Priſon. Enter Goxs Al R diſpuiſed 
Ile a Mute, with a Dagger. 


Gons. Nor centinel, nor guard! the doors unbarr'd! - 
And all as ftill, as at the noon of night! 
Sure death already has been buly here. 
There lies my way; that door too is unlock?d. 
[Looking in, 
Ha! ſure he fleeps—all's dark within, fave what 
A lamp, that feebly lifts a ſickly flame, 
By fits reveals—his face ſeems turn'd, to favour 140 
Th' attempt: I'll ſteal and do it unperceiv'd. 
What noiſe! ſomebody coming? is't Alonzo ? 
Nobody. Sure he'll wait without would 
Twere done—T'lI crawl, and ſting him to the heart, 
Then caſt my ſkin, and leave it there to anſwer it. 
| | [ Goes in. 


Enter Garcia and ALONZO. 


Gar. Where, where, Alonzo, where” 8 my father? 
where 
The king? Confuſion! all is on the rout ! 
All's loſt, all ruin'd by ſurprize and treachery. 
Where, where is he! Why doſt thon miſlead me 


. 
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Alon. My lord, he enter'd but a moment ſince, 
And could not paſs me unperceiv'd—What hoa! 
My lord, my lord! What hoa! my lord Gonfalez ! 


Enter GONSALEZ bloody. 


Gone. Perdition choak your clamours—whence 
this rudeneſs ? 


Garcia! 

Gar. Perdition, ſlavery, and a 

Are entering now our doors. Where is the king? 
What means this blood; and why this face of horror? 

Gons, No matter give me firſt to know the cauſe 
Of theſe your raſh, and ill-tim'd exclamations. 

Gar. The eaſtern gate is to the foe betray'd, 
Who, but for heaps of ſlain that choak the paſſage, 
Had enter'd long ere now, and borne down all 
Before *em, to the palace walls. Unleſs 
The king in, perſon animate our men, 

Granada's loft ; and to confirm this fear, 
The traitor Perez, and the captive Moor, 
Are through a poſtern fled, and join'd the foe. 

Gons. Would all were falſe as that; for whom you 

call 
The Moor, is dead. That Oſmyn was Alphonſo; 
In whoſe heart's blood this poignard yet is warm. 

Gar. Impoſſible; for Oſmyn was, while flying, 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo, 

Gons. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes, 
How much report has v wrong'd your eaſy faith. 

| (I arciĩa goes in. 
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Alon. My lord, for certain truth, Perez is fled ; 
And has declar'd, the cauſe of his revolt 
Was to revenge a blow the king had given him. 
Gar. | Returning] Ruin and horror! Oh, heart. 
wounding fight ! 
Gons. What ſays my ſon ? What ruin? Ha! what 
horror? 
Gar. Blaſted my eyes, and ſpeechleſs 0 my tongue, 
Rather than or to ſee, or to relate 
This deed— Oh, dire miſtake! Oh, fatal blow ! 
The king 
Sun Alon, The king | 
Gar. Dead, welt'ring, drown'd in blood. 
See, ſee, attir'd like Oſmyn, where he lies, 
DL They look in. 
Oh, whence, or how, or wherefore was this done ? 
But what imports the manner or the cauſe ? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require, 
But that we all ſhould turn our ſwords againft 
| Ourſelves, and expiate with our own, his blood. 
Gons. Oh, wretch! Oh, curſed raſh deluded fool! 
On me, on me turn your avenging ſwords. 
I, who have ſpilt my royal maſter's blood, 
Should make atonement by a death as horrid, 
And fall beneath the hand of my own ſon, 
| Gar. Ha! what! atone this murder with a greater! 
The horror of that thought has damp'd my rage. 
„ The earth already groans to bear this deed ; 
| «© Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her face 
1 « With more unnatural blood. Murder my father ! 
Better with this to rip up my own bowels, 
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« And bathe it to the hilt, in far leſs damnable 
Self- murder.“ 
Gons. Oh, my ſon ! from the blind dotage 
Of a father's fondneſs theſe ills aroſe. 
For thee I've been ambitious, baſe, and bloody : 
For thee I've plung'd into this ſea of fin ; 
Stemming the tide with only one weak hand, 
While t'other bore the crown (to wreathe thy brow) 
Whoſe weight has ſunk me, ere I reach'd the ſhore. 
Gar. Fatal ambition! Hark! the foe is enter'd 2 
[ Shout, 
The ſhrillneſs of that ſhout ſpeaks them at hand. 
« We have no time to ſearch into the cauſe 
« Of this ſurpriſing and moſt fatal error. 
„What's to be done? the king's death known, would 
ſtrike 7 
« The few remaining ſoldiers with deſpair, 
And make them yield to mercy of the conqueror.“ 
Alon. My lord, I've thought how to conceal the. 
body. 
Require me not to tell the means, till done, 
Leſt you forbid what you may then approve. 
[ Goes in. Shout, 
Gons. They ſhout again! Whate'er he means to do, 
Twere fit the ſoldiers were amus'd with hopes; 
And in the mean time fed with expectation 
To ſee the king in perſon at their head. 
Gar. Were it a truth, I fear tis now too late. 
But I'Il omit no care, nor hafte ! and try, 
Or to repel their force, or bravely die. | 
[ Exit Garcia. 
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Re-enter ALONZO. 


Gons. What haſt thou done, Alonzo ? 

Alon. Such a deed, 
As but an hour ago I'd not have done, 
Though for the crown of univerſal empire. 
But what are kings reduc'd to common clay ? 
Or who can wound the dead? I've from the body 
Sever'd the head, and in an obſcure corner 
Diſpos'd it, muffled in the mute's attire, 
Leaving to view of them who enter next, 
Alone the undiſtinguiſhable trunk: 
Which may be ſtill miſtaken by the guards 
For Oſmyn, if in ſeeking for the king, 
They chance to find it. 

Gons. T was an act of horror; 
And of a piece with this day's dire miſdeeds. 
But tis no time to ponder or repent. 
Haſte thee, Alonzo, haſte thee hence with ſpeed, 
To aid my ſon. I'II follow with the laſt 
Reſerve, to reinforce his arms : at leaſt, 
I ſhall make good and ſhelter his retreat. 

[Excunt Amend. 


Enter ZA Ras followed by SLI, and two Mutes bearing 
the bowls. 


Zar. Silence and ſolitude are every where. 
Through all the gloomy ways and iron doors- 
That hither lead, nor human face nor voice 
Is ſeen or heard. A dreadful din was wont 
& To grate the ſenſe, when enter'd here, from groan: 
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« And howls of ſlaves condemn'd; from clink of 
chains, 

« And craſh of ruſty bars and creeking hinges : 
« And ever and anon the fight was daſh'd 
With frightful faces, and the meagre looks 
Of grim and ghaſtly executioners. | 
« Yet more this ſtillneſs terrifies my ſoul, 
Than did that ſcene of complicated horrors. 
© Tt may be that the cauſe of this my errand 
« And purpoſe, being changed from life to death, 
Had alſo wrought this chilling change of temper. 
„Or does my heart bode more? What can it more 
“Than death??? | 
Let em ſet down the bowls, and warn Alphonſo 
That I am here—ſo. You return and find 

[ Mutes going in. 
The king; tell him, what he requir'd, I've done, 
And wait his coming to approve the deed. 

Exit Selim. 


Enter Mutes. 


Zar. What have you ſeen? Ha! wherefore ſtare 
you thus [The mutes return and look affrighted. 
With haggard eyes? Why are your arms acroſs ? 
Your heavy and deſponding heads hung down ? 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe fad fi igns ? ? 
Give me more ample knowledge of this mourning. 
[ They go to the ſcene, which opening, ſhe 
perceives the body. 
Ha! proſtrate! bloody! headleſs! Oh I'm loſt, 
Oh, Oſmyn! Oh, Alphonſo! Cruel fate! 
BY 
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Cruel, cruel, Oh, more than killing object! 

I came prepar'd to die, and ſee thee die— | 
Nay, came prepar'd myſelf to give thee death — 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Oſmyn—— 
Ob, this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach'rous king! 


Enter OELIM. 


Sel. how bought ! in vain, for no where can the king 
Be found. 
Zar. Get thee to hell, and ſeek him there. 


[Stabs him. 


His helliſh rage had wanted means to act, 
But for thy fatal and pernicious counſel, 

Sel. You thought it better then—but I'm rewarded. 
The mute you ſent, by ſome miſchance was ſeen, 
And forc'd to yield your letter with his life ; 

J found the dead and bloody body ftripp'd 
My tongue faulters, and my voice fails—T fink 
Drink not the poiſon—for Alphonſo is [ Dies. 

Zar. As thou art now—and I ſhall quickly be. 
"Tis not that he is dead: for *twas decreed 
We both ſhould die. Nor is't that I ſurvive ; 

I have a certain remedy for that. | 
But, Oh, he dy'd unknowing in my heart. 

He knew I Ioy'd, but knew not to what height: 

Nor that I meant to fall before his eyes, 

A martyr and a victim to my vows. 

Infenfible of this laſt proof he's gone; 

6 Yet fate alone can rob his mortal part 


Of ſenſe? his ſoul till ſees and knows 5 mw 


poſe, 
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« And fix'd event, of my perſiſting faith. T“ 
Then wherefore do I pauſe ? Give me the bowl. 
LA mute Fneels and gives one of the bowls. 
Hover a moment, yet, thou gentle ſpirit, 
Soul of my love, and I will wait thy flight. 
This to our mutual bliſs, when join'd above. [| Drinks. 
Oh, friendly draught, already in my heart. 
Cold, cold; my veins are icicles and froſt. 
I'll creep into his boſom, lay me there; 
Cover us cloſe—or I ſhall chill his breaſt, 
And fright him from my arms—See, ſee, he ſlides 
Still farther from me ; look, he hides his face, 
I cannot feel it—quite beyond my reach, — 
Oh, now he's gone, and all is dark——— [Dies. 
| [ The mutes kneel and mourn over her. 


Enter Ar MERIA and LEONORA. 


Am. Oh, let me ſeek him in this horrid cell; 
For in the tomb, or priſon, I alone 
Muſt hope to find him. 
Leon. Heavens ! what diſmal ſcene 
Of death is this? The eunuch Selim ſlain ! 
Alm. Shew me, for I am come in ſearch of death 
But want a guide; for tears have dimm'd my fight. 
Leon. Alas, a little farther, and behold | 
Zara all pale and dead! two frightful men, 
Who ſeem the murderers, kneel weeping by 
Feeling remorſe too late for what they've done. 
But, Oh, forbear—lift up your eyes no more; 
But haſte away, fly from this fatal place, 
Where miferies are multiply'd ; return, 
Return, and look not on ; for there's a dagger - 
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Ready to ſtab the ſight, and make your eyes 
Rain blood 
Alm. Oh, I foreknow, foreſee that object. 
Is it at laſt then ſo? Is he then dead? | 
% What, dead at laſt? quite, quite, for ever dead? 
c There, there, I ſee him; there he lies, the blood 
* Yet bubbling from his wounds Oh, more than {a 
vage! 
&© Had they or hearts or eyes that did this deed ? 
„% Could eyes endure to guide ſuch cruel hands? 
Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs, 
* That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to ſtone? 
I do not weep! The ſprings of tears are dry'd; 
And of a ſudden I am calm, as if 
Altthings were well; and yet my huſband's murder'd! 
Yes, yes, I know to mourn ! I'll fluice this heart, 
The ſource of woe, and let the torrent looſe. 
Thoſe men have left to weep! they look on me! 
I hope they murder all on whom they look. 
Behold me well ; your bloody hands have err'd, 
And . have ſlain thoſe innocents: 
I am the ſacrifice defign'd to bleed, 
And come prepar'd to yield my throat—They ſhake 
Their heads in ſign of grief and innocence! 
[They point at the bowl on the ground. 
And point! What mean they? Ha! a cup; Oh, well, 
I underſtand what med'cine has been here. 
Oh, noble thirſt! yet greedy to drink all 
Ob, for another draught of death——* What 
| mean they | ? [They point at the other cuß. 
Ha 9 again!” tis there, and full, I hope. 


act V. THE MOURNING BRIDE. 93 
Thanks to the lib'ral hand that fill'd thee thus, 
['ll drink my glad bans. cog 
Leon. Oh, hold 
For mercy's ſake, upon my knee I beg——. 
Alm. With thee the kneeling world ſhould beg in 
vain. 
Seeſt thou not there? Behold who proſtrate lies, 
And pleads againſt thee; who ſhall then prevail? 
Yet I will take a cold and parting leave 
From his pale lips; III kiſs him ere I drink, 
Left the rank juice ſhould bliſter on my mouth, 
And ftain the colour of my laſt adieu. 
Horror ! a headleſs trunk! gor lips nor face, 
[Coming near the body, ſtarts and lets fall the cup 
But ſpouting veins, and mangled fleſh! Oh, oh! 


Enter AlrHoxso, HELI, Perez, with GARCIA * 
ſoner. Guards and attendants. 


Alph. Away, ſtand off, where is ſhe? let me fly, 
Save her from death, and ſnatch her to my heart. 
Alm. Oh! 
Alph. Forbear; my arms alone ſhall hold her up. 
Warm her to life, and wake her into gladneſs. 
Oh, let me talk to thy reviving ſenſe 
« 'The words of joy and peace; warm thy cold beauties 
With the new fluſhing ardour of my cheek ; 
« Into thy lips pour the ſoft trickling balm 
« Of cordial ſighs; and reinſpire thy boſom 
With the breath of love. Shine, awake, Almeria, 
Give a new birth to thy long-ſhaded eyes, 
Then double on the day reflected light. 
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Alm. Where am I? Heavn what does this dream 


intend? 
Alph. Oh, may'ft thou never dream of leſs delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial joys. 
Alm. Giv'n me again from death! Oh, all ye pow rs, 
Confirm this miracle! Can I believe 
My fight © againſt my ſight? and ſhall J truſt 
« That ſenſe, which in one inftant ſhews him dead 
« And living? —Yes, I will; I've been abus'd 
With apparitions and affrighting phantoms : 
This is my lord, my life, my only huſband, 
I have him now, and we no more will part. 
My father, too, ſhall have compaſſion 
Alph. Oh, my heart's comfort; tis not giv'n to this 
Frail life to be entirely bleſs'd. E*en now, 
In this extremeſt joy my ſoul can taſte, 
Yet I am daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep; 
Thy father fell where he deſign'd my death. 
Gonſalez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
Expiring, have, with their laſt breath, confeſs'd 
The juſt decrees of Heav'n, which on themſelves 
Has turn'd their own moſt bloody purpoſes. 
Nay, I muſt grant, tis fit you ſhould be thus 


« Let *em remove the body from her ſight.” 
Ill-fated Zara! Ha! a cup! Alas! 

Thy error then is plain! but I were flint 

Not to o%erflow in tribute to thy memory. 

Oh, Garcia! 
Whoſe virtue has renounc'd thy father's crimes, 
Seeſt thou how juſt the hand of Heav'n has been ? 
Let us, who through our innocence ſurvive, 


[ She aveeps, 
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Still in the paths of honour perſevere, 
And not from paſt or preſent ills deſpair; 


For bleſſings ever wait on virtuous deeds; 
And though a late, a ſure reward ſucceeds. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


| Spoken by ALMERIA, 


Tur tragedy thus done, I am, you tnow, 

No more @ princeſs, but in ſtatu quo; 

And now as unconcern'd this mourning avear, 
As if indeed a widow or an heir. 

Pre leiſure, now, to mark your ſev' ral faces, 
And now each critic by his four grimaces. 

To poiſon plays, T ſee them where they ſit, 
Scatter d, like ratſbane, up and down the pit; 
While others watch, like pariſh ſearchers hir'd, 
To tell of aubat diſeaſe the play expir'd. 

0h, with what joy they run to ſpread the news 
Of a damn d poet and departed muſe ! 

But if he ſcape, with what regret they” re ſeiz'd! 
And hoaw they're diſappointed, when they're pleas'd ! 
Critics to plays for the ſame end reſort, 

That ſurgeons wait on trials in a court: 

For innocence condemn'd they've no reſpea, 
Provided they've a body to diſſect. 

As Suſſex men, that dwell upon the ſhore, 
Look out when florms ariſe, and billows roar, 
Devoutly praying, with uplifted hands, 
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— —— — — — 
T hat ſome auell. laden ſhip may flrike the ſands, 
To whoſe rich cargo they may make pretence, 
And fatten on the ſpoils of Providence : 

So critics throng to ſee a new play ſplit, 

And thrive and proſper on the wrecks of wit. 
Small hope our poet from theſe proſpeRs draws ; 
And therefore to the fair commends his cauſe. 

Your tender hearts to mercy are inclin'd, 
With whom he hopes this play will favour find, 
Which was an off ring to the ſex defign'd. 
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PRINCE. 
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Wairers, who mean no Int'reſt, but their Arts; 
Of undepending Minds, and ſtedfaſt Hearts, 
Diſclaiming Hopes will empty Forms negle# ; 

Nor need r adareſs Reſpect. 


Frank, ar the manly Faith of ancient Time, 
Let Truth, for once, approach the Great, in Rhyme! ! 
Nor Public Benefit, miſguided, ſtray, 
Becauſe a Private Wiſher points its May. 


I wond ring, here, your Greatneſs condeſcends 
To aſk, What's HE, who thus, uncall'd, attends ? 
Smile, at a Suitor, who, in Courts, untrac d, 


Pleas'd, if o' erlook d, thus owns his humble Tafte.— 


Yow'd an Unenvier of the buſy Great 
Too plain for Flatt ry; and, too calm for Hate: 
Hid to be Happy; wvho ſurveys, unknown, 
The pow'rleſs Cottage, and the peateleſs Throne; 
A filent Subject to His own Controul ; 
Of adive * „ but unyielding Soul * 
AY” 
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Engroſs'd'by NO Purſuits, amus'd by All; 
But, deaf as Adders, to Ambition's Call. 

Too Free, for Pow'r, (or Prejudice) to win, 
And, ſafely lodging Liberty wirnix. 


Pardon, Great Prince! 2% unfa aſbionable ftrain, 
T hat ſhuns to dedicate ; nor ſeeks to gain: 
That (ſelf-reſigning) 8 no narrow View ; 
And but for Public Blefinge, courts ev'n TOU ! 


Late a bold Tracer of your meaſur'd Mind, 
{ While, by the mournful Scent, to Grief inclin'c „ 
J. ſaw your Eloquence of Eyes confeſs 
Soft Senſe of BeLviDErA's deep Diſtreſs, 
Prophetic thence, fore-deem'd the riſing Years ; 
And hail'd a Harey NaTiox in Your IT ears ! 


. 0h!—nobly touch th inſpiring Pleaſures chooſe, 
Snatch from the ſable Wave, the ſinking Musk! 
Charming, be charm'd! the Stage's Anguiſb heal: 
And teach a languid Feople how to feel. 


Then her full Soul ſhall Ta Ade Pow'r impart, 
And reach Three Kingdoms in their Prince's Heart 
Lightneſs, diſclaim'd, ſhall bluſh itſelf away: 

And reas ning Sens reſume forgotten Sway. 

Love, Courage, Loyalty, Taſle, Honour, Truth, 
Flaſb'd from the Scene, re-charm our liſt ning Youth : 
And, Virtues (by Your [nfluence form'd) ſuftain 
The future Glorite of their Founder's Reign. 


DEDICATION. 
ET _— — T_T 
Nor let due Care of a protected Stage, 
Migudg'd Amuſement, but ſpare Hours engage: 
Strong, ſerious TxuTHs, the manly Mule diſplays ; 
And leads charm'd Reaſon through thoſe flow'ry 
Ways. 

White HisTory*s cold Care but Facts inrolls, 
The Mus ( perſugſive) ſaves the pidtur d Souls! 
Beyond all Egypt's Gums, embalms Manlind. 

And flamps the living Features of the Mind. 


Time can ejef the Sons of Pow'r, from Fame ; 
And He, who gains a World, may Los E his Name. 
But cheriſn'd Arts inſure immortal Breath ; 
And bid their prop'd Defenders tread on Death l 


Look back, lov'd Prince! on Age's ſunk in ſhade! 
And feel, what DarxNess abſent Genius made! 
Think on the dead Fore-fillers of your Place! 
Think on the ſtern Firſt-founders of your Race] 
Aud, where loſt Story /leeps in filent Night ; 

Charge to their Want of Taſte, their Want of Licur, 


When, in your riſing Grove, (no Converſe nigh) 
Black EnwarD's awful Buſt demands your Eye, 
Think, from what Cauſe blind Chronicles DEFAME 
The groſs-told Tow'rings of that dreadful Name / 
Search him, thro' Fax cr; And $upposE him ſhown 
By the long Glories to the Muses known: 

Shining, diſclos'd :—o'ertrampling Deaths Controul ! 
And, opening, backward, All his Depth of Soul! 
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Then, —breatbe à conſcious Sigh to mourn his Fate, 

Who form'd no Writers, like his Spirit Great! 
Tolimn his living Thoughts g Fame renew; 
And build Him Honours they reſerve for Yov |! 


am, 
With profound Reſpes, 
SIR, 
Tour RovaL 23555 
Mot humble, 
And obedient Servant, 
A. HILL. 


po AGES 


AARON HILL. 


— e 


He who can ſurvey the recorded life of this gentle- 
man, without exultation, muſt be dead to virtue; 
He, who is not proud of the luſtre it reflects upon 

his ſpecies, feels nothing of the enthuſiaſm that 
warms into kindred excellence. 


Aaron HIIL was a native of the Capital, and 
born in Beaufort-Buildings, Strand, on the roth 
of February, 1684-5. Paternally, his exemplar was 
4 bad one, for his father GzoxGs HIII, Eſq. was 
laviſh and indiſcreet, and the legal right to a property 
of 2000/., a year, which would have devolved upon 

him, his Father ſo involved as to render it of no value 
to the family. 

\ 
Tur young gentleman, however thun unfor- 4 
tunate, was well gifted other ways; he was adorned 0 
by much mental power, and promptitude that 1 
carried that power to the beſt account his mind 
was formed fot enterprize, inventive and indefati- 
gable, He had ſcarcely gone through Weſtminſter, 


viii | AARON HILL. 
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and completed his 14th year, when he ſought 
after fortune in other climes, and ſurely with a 
ſufficient diſregard of diftance, for he undertook | 
a voyage to Conſtantinople. —His expected advance- | 
ment was baffled by a mean woman as far as was 
pecuniary, but the advancement in the beſt know. 

ledge, the ſavoir vivre, he who mix'd ſo much with 

variety of character, and poſſeſs d the mind of Aarox 

HiLr, could not but find a 2 readily con- 
vertible into wealth. 


Few men have been more multifarious in pur- 
ſuit than this For Hz made plays, who could alſo 
make Beech oil. Among his ſtruggles after pre- 
eminence he ſought to rival the Ruſſians in Po. 
aſbes—and the Highlander firſt ventured down the 
Spey upon Floats at the fuggeſtion and example 
of Hitt. —He cut down foreſts of timber that 
Jonxsox could never have diſcovered, and ſhewed 
the Engliſh builder, that Scottiſh timber was per- 
fectly applicable to ſhip-building.—He was occu- 
pied at once by the cultivation of the art of acting, 

and that of planting, and his imagination vibrated 
between South Carolina and the Theatre in the 
Haymarket. 
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HILL was one of thoſe with whom Por com- 1 
menced a war, that diſhonoured his great talents 1 
| | : 


- 


AARON HILL, - | ix 
For ſomething, or for nothing, he made Hi dive, 
and ariſe without ſpot from the mud of dulneſs; and 
the retort of HILL ſhould be remembered as the 
keeneſt characteriſtic of Poee's literary life. 


Tuneful Al Exis, on the Thames! fair ſide, 

The ladies“ play- thing, and the muſes' pride, 

With merit popular, with wit polite, 

Eaſy though vain, and elegant though light, 
Deſiring and deſerving others praiſe, 

Poorly accepts a fame he ne'er repays: 

Unborn to cheriſh, 5NEAKINGLY APPROVES, 
And wants the foul to ſpread the worth he lover. 


I nave little more to add to this mention, but 
that in marriage he was happy, and he deſerved 
his happineſs he was ſtudious, and his labour 
was not in vain; he attracted the love of man, 


and it is imagined lived ſtrictly that life which he 


believed moſt acceptable to Gop.— Active uſeful- 
neſs attended him till he died, this happened in 
1750, The ſhock of the great earthquake imme- 
diately preceded a ſhock to him fatal. 


H died in his 65th year, and was interred in 
the ſame grave with his lady in Weſtminſter Ab- 
bey. His dramatic pieces are the following: 


Elfrid 5 «A 70 Rinaldo - - 1711 
Walking Statue 1710 Fatal Viſion . 
Trick upon Trick <= Her - 1723 


5 


Ix...” 
Alzira 13 
Merope - 
Roman Revenge 


Inſolvent - 


Muſes in Mourning 


Sant * 
Daranes =» 
Fatal Extravagance, 


| Snake in the Graſs OP 


59 
59 


ZARA. 


— * 


Is it were merely from the ground-work of the 
Piece that. this Play ſhould be eſtimated; much of our 
Admiration would abate— Religious Differences are 
now neither felt with that Horror, nor do they, thank 
Heaven, produce now the Miſeries that * and 
| ONE formerly originated. 


Boer B n hes ber and meg Claims from the 
natural delineation of the Paſſions. M. Vol rAIAE 
was the Original Author, but even his Play is an 
Engliſh one, and the French Stage grew animated by 
the Transfuſion of the manly Energy of Shakſpeare. 
The preſent is obviouſly an elegant liberal Tranſlation” 
from the Zarre of Voltaire, with ſome trivial Alte- 
rations of Names and Sentiments. 

In this Piece Mrs. CIB HER made her Theatrical debut 
in the Chtra@tr of Zara. | 


, 


FP REFACE 
TO THE READER. 


Taz Beauties of Nature will be Beauties everlaſtingh. 
II they are, ſometimes, eclipſed by a Cloud of ill 
Accidents, they diſperſe the dark Screen; and, again, 
become amiable. 


Bur, unwilling to als we are, noæu, ks In- 
fluence of ſuch a Cloud, with regard to Dramatical 
Taſk, I thought it more decent, (and ju/ter ) to charge 
its Degeneracy to the STAGE, than to che Genu of 


„ CANS in this ph for the Defea, 
have often taken Pleaſure, (when turning my Search 
towards a Remedy) to conſider it, as no improbable 
Hope, that Youxs Adors and A&refes, beginning, 
unſeduced by arFECTED ExAmPLEs, might go ſome 
Length, towards what has been ſaid of a celebrated 
Writer—. ; 


« Who A Perteckes, in bis fuft Eſſay.” 


Ir required, methought, but the Aſſiſtance of a lively 
Imagination, joined to an eaſy, and natural Poever; 
with a reſolute Habitude, to BE, for an Hour or two, 
the very Perſons they would em. Such a Founda- 
tion for accompliſhed Acting, lies ſo open, and ſo 
elearly in Nature, that they, who find it at all, muff diſ- 
cover it at fir oft: Becauſe, when Men are once got out 
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of he Road, whey; who travel the fart, have but 
moſt Length of Way to ride back again. 


Yer, the Intereſted in Playhouſes were ſo poſitive 
in the contrary Sentiment, that they ſubmitted to re- 
verence, as a Maxim, this extraordinary Conceſſion, 
That Afors muſt be taventy" Years ſuch, before they can 
exper to be Maſters of the Air, and Tread of the Stage.” 


Now, there is but one View, in Nature, wherein I 
was willing to admit of this Argument: I was forced 


to confeſs, J had ſeen ſome particular Stage Airs, and 


Stage Treads, which 2 Man of good Senſe might, in- 
deed, waſte a long Life, in Wr b er he to imitate, 


and, at laft, hoſe his Labour ! 
Howeves, ſince an Opinion, in Oppoſition to theſe 


Gentlemen's, wanted Weight to. make That believed. 


poſſible, which had not, yet, been reduced into Prac- 
tice, I took a ſudden Reſolution, actually to try, Wo 
war in the Right, by attempting the ExyzrimenT,— 
This, I know, was a deſign, which, ſucceeding, would 
not fail to give Pleaſure to the Public; and, which, 


miſcarrying, could produce no worſe Conſequence, than, 


my particular Mortification. ' 


I imagined it reaſonable to found a Trial, of this 
Nature, rather on a New Play, than an Old one: 


And, as it ought to be a Play of unqueſtionable Merit, 


it muſt have been Preſumption, and Vanity, to have 


caſt a Thought toward any Thing, of my own—Upon 


the Whole, that I might keep out of the Reach either 


of Prejudice, or Partiality, a Foreign Production ſeemed 
the propereſt Choice; and the ZAIRE, of Monſieur 
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& Yoltgire, offered me every thing that Nature could 
do, on the Part of the Poet : But, I had ſtill ſome- 
thing to 2ui/b, with regard to that ether Part of her In- 
fluence, which depended on the Player. | 

I had (of late) among the reſt of the Town, been 
deprived of all rational Pleaſure from the Theatre, by 
a monſtrous and unmoving Affedaliun: Which, 
choaking up the Avenues to Paſſion, had made Tragedy 
FORBIDDING, and HORRIBLE | 


I was deſpairing to ſee a CorreBion of FT Polly ; ; 
when I found myſelf unexpectedly re-animated, by the 
War which the PRomyTER has proclaimed, and is now 
weekly waging againſt the Ranters and Whiners of the. 
Theatre; after having undertaken to reduce the Age”s 
bftl Art, into PxINc1IPLES, with Deſign, by reconcil- 
ing them to the touching and {pirited Medium, to re- 
form thoſe wild Copies of Life, into ſome Reſemblance 
at leaſt of their Originals, 


Tuvus, confirmed j io my Sentiments, I ventured on 
the Cal. of two Capital Characters, into Hands, uot 
di ſſabled, by Cuſtom and obſtinate Prejudice, from 
purſuing the Plain Trad of NaTYRE. 


Ir was eaſy to induce Os max, (as he is a Relation 
of my own, and but too fond of the Amuſement,) to 
make Trial how far his Delight in an Art I-ſball ne- 
ver allow him to praiſe, might enable him to ſupply 
one Part of the Proof, that, to imitate Nature, we mult 
proceed upon Natural Principles. 

Ar the ſame Time, it happened, that Mrs. Cipvtn 
was fortunately inclinable to exert her inimitable Ta- 
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| — in — Aid ry my Purpoſe; with View to 


conlinue the Pragice of a Profeſſion, for which her Pers 
ſun, her Voice, the: unaffected Senſibility of her Heart, 
(and her Face, ſo finely diſpoſed for ning and ex- 


preſſing the Pas$10ns) have ſo naturally qualified her. 


 AnD, to give this bold Novelty of Defign all its 
neceflary Furtherance, Mr. FEETWOO, who pro- 
feſſes the moſt generous Inclinations for Inprouement of 
his troubleſome Province, very willingly concurred in 
whatever could, on his Part, be of Uſe to the Experiment. 

BznroLD, in this little Detail, from avhat Motive I 
haye taken upon me to throw one of the ſineſt of 
French Plays upon the Public.—If my Expectations 
are not ſtrangely deceived, it will be found, by the 
Event, whether our T afte for true Tragedy is declined; 
or the true Art of afing it forgotten. 

From the Firf I can have nothing to bd 
but that my Judgment has been weak, and miſſalen. 

Bur, if the Laſt proves the Caſe, I ſhall fatter my- 

ſelf, that thoſe Perſons of Quality, from whoſe ima- 
ginary Want of Diſcernment ſame People have not 
bluſbed to DERIVE their dull Qualities, will, in Right of 
their inſulted Underſtanding, Exact, for the future, a 
warm and toilſome Exertion, of the Strong and the 
Natural, though at the Cos r of the Lazy and Afedted. 

Tuis would awaken, at once, the Ręfladion of ma- ; 
ny, who have it in their Power to be moving, and 
natural Actors; and, by. effectually convincing them, 
that their preſent Opinion is wrong, bring 'em over 
(for their own, and the Public Advantage) to em- 
brace and ſucceed by a New one. 
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©: SUCH a Step towards reforming the Theatre, would 
draw on, (as a Conſequence) many of its nobler Im- 
prove ments For, where Emotiont are keeneſt, the De- 
ligt becomes greateſt; and to whatever moſt charms, we 
moſt cloſely adhere, and encourage it moſt actively. 
Ir, in tranſlating this excellent Tragedy, I have re- 
garded in ſome Places the Soul, and in others the Let- 
ter of the Original, Monſſeur de Voltaire, who has made 
himſelf a very capable Fudge both of our Language and 
 Cufloms, will indulge me that Latitude; except he 
ſhould, in obſerving ſome Alterations T have made, in 
his Names and his Diction, forget that their Motives are 
to be found in the Turn of our National Difference. 
Aſter what J have ſaid of the Playhouſes, it would 
be. Injuſtice not to declare, that I exclude from the 
Cenſure of ſpeaking or acting unnaturally, any one of 
the Perſons who have been caft into ZARA—And 
in particular, I muſt ſay This of TWO of them; 
that Mr. Mi.wazp, who is already a very excellent, 
and hourly riſing to be an accompliſhed Actor, has a 
Voice that both comprehends, and expreſſes, the ut- 
moſt Compaſs of Harmoxny.—And Mr. CizBER 
diſcerningly purſued through the numberleſs Extent of 
his Walks, is an Actor of as unlimited a Compaſs of 
Genivs, as ever I ſaw on the Stage; and is barely 
received, as he deſerves, when the Town is moſt /a- 
vourable. 5 


PROLOGUE. 


Tas French, howe'er mercurial they may ſeem, 
Extinguiſh half their fire, by critic phlegm : 


While Engliſh Writers Nature's Freedom claim, 


And warm their ſcenes with an ungovern'd flame : 
Tit firange that Nature never ſhould inſpire 
A Racine's judgment with a Shakſpeare's fire! 

Hove er to-night—{to promiſe much were loth ) 
But——you've a chance, to have a taſte of both. 
From Engliſh plays, Zara's French author fir'd, 
Confeſs'd his muſe beyond herſelf,. inſpir d; 
From rack'd Othello's rage he rais'd his ſtyle, 
And ſuatch'd the brand that lights this tragic pile 
Zara's ſucceſs his utmoſt hopes outflew, 
And a tawice twentieth weeping audience drew. 

As for our Engliſh friend, he leaves to you, 
Whate'er may ſeem to his performance due ; 
No views of gain his hopes or fears engage, 
He gives a child of leiſure to the ſtage ; 
Willing to try, if yet, forſaken Nature, 
Can charm, with any one remember d feature. 

| Thus far, the author ſpeaks —but now, the player, 


With trembling Heart, prefers his humble prayer, 


To-night, the greateſt venture of my life, 
I. boft or ſav'd, as vou receive a avife « 
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lime, you think, may ripen her to merit, 
With gentle ſmiles, ſupport her waw? ring ſpirit. 

Zara in France, at once an atreſs raid, 
Warm'd into ſkill, by being kindly prais'd d: 
Q! could ſuch wonders here from favour flow, 
Hlow would our Zara's heart with tranſport glow ! 
But ſhe, alas ! by juſter fears oppreſs'd, | 
Begs but your bare endurance, at the beſt, | 
Her unſtill'd tongue would ſimple Nature ſpeak, 
Nor dares her bounds, for falſe applauſes break. 
Amidſt a thouſand faults, her beſt pretence 
To pleaſe is unpreſuming innocence. 
When a chaſte heart*s diſtreſs your grief 3 
One filent tear outweighs a thauſand hands, 
If fhe conveys the pleaſiug paſſions RIGHT, 
Guard and ſupport her, this decifive night ; 
If fhe mi8TAxES—or, finds ber ſtrength 200 ſmall, 
Let interpaſing pily—— break her fall. 
In you it reſts, to ſave her, or deflroy, == 
If. fhe draws tears from You, I weep—for Jox. 


SELIMA, 


* 


 DRAMATIS PERSONA. * | 


DRURY-LANE. 
Men. 
OsMAN, Sultan of Jeruſalem, = - Mr. Kemble, 
LuS1GNAN, /aft of the blood of 4 the Chriſtian kings | 
of Jeruſalem, - - Mr. Benſley. 


NERESTAN - » Mr, Barrymore, 
1 * - Mr. Aickin. 


Orasmin, Miniſter to the Sultan, Mir. Packer. 


Merizonx, an officer of the Seraglio, - Mr. Phillimore, 


| MNomen. 
Zana, 2 5.7 - - Miſs Kemble, 
| a+ R Mrs. Ward. 
| — 
COVENT-GARDEN. 
Men. 
OSMAN, Sultan of Feruſalem, - - Mr. Wroughton. 
LUSIGNAN, laft of the blood of # the CTR kings 
of Jeruſalem, = Mr. Henderſon, 
NERESTAN - - Mr. Davies. 
1 nn . - Mr. Hull. 
OnxAsMIx, Miniſter to the Sultan, - Mr. Fearon. 
MEzL1poR, an officer of the Seraglio, - Mr. Thompſon, 
Women, 


LARA, Slaves to the Sultan, 6 — Meble 


1 


* Theſe were the Dramatis Penſenæ the laſt time of per- 
forming this Piece. 
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Our ere 
ZARA. 


ACT I. SCEMNE I. 


ZARA and SELIMA. 
— emma cn a ant n=. 


Selima. 


Ir moves my wonder, young and beauteous Zara, 
Whence theſe new ſentiments inſpire your heart ! 
Your peace of mind increaſes with your charms ; 
Tears now no longer ſhade your eyes foft luſtre: 
You meditate no more thoſe happy climes 

To which Nereſtan will return to guide you. 
You talk no more of that gay nation now, 
Where men adore their wives, and woman's power 
Draws rev*rence from a poliſh*d people's ſoftneſs : 
Their huſbands? equals, and their lovers? queens ! 
Free without ſcandal ; wiſe without reſtraint; 

« Their virtue due to nature, not to fear.“ 

Why have you ceas'd to wiſh this happy change ? 
A barr'd ſeraglio !—ſad, unſocial life! 
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Scorn'd, and a ſlave! All this has loſt its terror; 

And Syria rivals, now, the banks of Seine ! | 
Zar. Joys which we do not know, we do not 

My fate's bound in by Sion's ſaered wall; 
Clos'd from my infancy within this palace, 
Cuſtom has learnt, from time, the power to pleaſe. 
J claim no ſhare in the remoter world, 21 
The ſultan's property, his will my law ; 
Unknowing all but him, his power, his fame 
To live his ſubje& is my oaly hope. 
All elſe, an empty dream. 
Sel. Have you forgot 
Abſent Nereſtan then? whoſe gen'rous friendſhip 
So nobly vow'd redemption from your chains! 
How oft have you admit'd his dauntleſs ſoul! 
Oſman, his conqu'ror, by his courage charm'd, 
Truſted his faith, and on his word releas'd him: 
"Tho? not return'd in time we yet expect him. 
Nor had his noble journey other motiye, 
Than to procure our ranſom.— And is this, 
This dear, warm hope, become an idle dream ? 


"Tis plain his promiſe Rretch'd beyond his payer. 
A ſtranger and a ſlave, unknown, like him, 
Propoſing much, means little; — talks and vows, 
Delighted with a proſpect of eſcape :>— 4 
He promis'd to redeem ten Chriſtians more, 

And free us all from fiavery !—I own 

I once admir'd the unprofitable zeal, 

But gow it charms no longer. 
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Sel. What if yet, 
He, faithful ſhould return, and hold bis vo; 
Would you not, then 
Zar. No matter Time is paſty 
And every thing is chang d 
Sel. But, whence comes this? | 
Zar. Go—twere too much to tell thee Zu 8 
fate: 
The ſultan's ſecrets, all, are ** here: 
But my fond heart delights to mix with thine. 
Some three months paſt, when thou, and other ſlayes, 
Were forc'd to quit fair Jordan's flow'ry bank; 
Heav'n, to cut ſhort the apguiſh of my days, 
Rais'd me to comfort by a pow'rful hand: 
This mighty Oſman 
Fel. What of him? | 
Zar. 'This ſultan, 60 
This conqueror of the Chriſtians, lovers 
Sel. Whom ? 
Zar. Zara! 
Thou bluſheſt, and I gueſs thy thoughts accuſe me? 
But, know me better t was unjuſt ſuſpicion. 
All emperor as he is, I cannot ſtoop 
To honours, that bring ſhame and baſeneſs with *em; 
Reaſon and pride, thoſe props of modeſty, 
Suſtain my guarded heart, and ſtrengthen virtue; 
“Rather than ſink to infamy, let chains 
Embrace me with a joy, ſuch love denies :*? 
No! ſhall now aftopiſh thee his greatneſs 
Submits to own a pure and honeſt flame. 
Among the ſhining crowds, which liye to pleaſe him, 
His whole regard is fix'd on me alone: 
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He offers marriage; and its rites now wait 
To crown me empreſs of this eaſtern world. 

Sz]. Your virtue and your charms deſerve it all: 
My heart is not ſurpris*d, but ſtruck to hear it. 
If to be empreſs can complete your happineſs, 80 
I rank myſelf, with joy, among your ſlaves. 


Zar. Be ſtill my equal——and enjoy my bleſſings; 
For, thou partaking, they will bleſs me more. 
Sel. Alas! but Heaven ! will it permit this mar- 
riage ? 
Will not this grandeur, falſely call'd a bliſs, 
Plant bitterneſs, and root it in your heart? 
Have you forgot you are of Chriſtian blood? 
Zar. Ah me! What haſt thou ſaid, why wouldſt 
thou thus | | 
Recall my wav'ring thoughts? How know I, what, 
Or whence I am? Heaven kept it hid in darkneſs, 
Conceal'd me from myſelf, and from my blood. 

Sel, Nereſtan, who was born a Chriſtian, here, 
Aſſerts, that you, like him, had Chriſtian parents; 
Beſides that croſs, which, from your infant years 
Has been preſerv'd, was found upon your boſom, 
As if deſign'd by Heaven, a pledge of faith 
Due to the God you purpole to forſake ! 

Zar. Can my fond heart, on ſuch a feeble proof, 
Embrace a faith, abhorr'd by him I love ? 

J ſee too plainly cuſtom forms us all? 100' 
Our thoughts, our morals, our moſt fix'd belief, 
Are conſequences of our place of birth : 

Born beyond Ganges, I had been a Pagan, 

In France a Chriſtian, I am here a Saracen : 
Tis but inſtruction, all! Our parents? hand 
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Writes on our heart the firſt faint characters, 
Which time, re- tracing, deepens into ſtrength, 
That nothing can efface, but death or Heaven !— 
Thou wer't not made a pris'ner in this place, 

Till after reaſon, borrowing force from years, 
Had lent its luſtre to enlighten faith 

For me, who in my cradle was their ſlave, 

Thy Chriftian doctrines were too lately taught me: 
Yet, far from having loſt the rev'rence due, 

This croſs, as often as it meets my eye, 

Strikes thro? my heart a kind of awful fear ! 

I honour, from my ſoul, the Chriſtian laws, 

Thoſe laws, which, ſoftening pature by humanity, 
Melt nations into brotherhood ;—no doubt 
Chriſtians are happy; and *tis juſt to love them. 120 


Sel. Why have you, then, declar'd yore: their 


foe ? 


Why will you join your hand with this oO Oſ- 


man's? 
Who owes his triumph to the Chriſtians” ruin! 

Zar. Ah!—who could light the offer of his heart? 
Nay ;—for I mean to tell thee all my weakneſs ;. 
Perhaps I had, ere now, profeſs'd thy faith, 

But Oſman lov'd me—and I've loſt it all. 


I think on none but Oſman---my pleas'd heart, 


Fill'd with the bleſſing, to be lov'd by him, 

Wants room for other happineſs. Place thou 
Before thy eyes, his merit and his fame, 

“His youth, yet blooming but in manhood's dawn; 
How many conquer'd kings have ſwell'd his pow'r ! 
Think, too, how lovely! how his brow becomes 


© This wreath of early glories !'” —Oh, my friend! 
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I talk not of a ſgeptre, which he gives me: 
No to be charm'd with that Were thanks top humble! 


Offenſive tribute, and too poor for love 


Twas Oſman won my heart, not Oſman's crown: 
J love nat in him aught beſides himſelf. 140 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, that theſe are farts of paſſion: 
But, had the will of Heav'n leſs beat to bleſs him, 
Doom'd Oſman to my chains, and me to fill 
The throne that Oſman fits on ruin and wretchedneſs 
Catch and conſume my wiſhes, but I would 
To raiſe me to myſelf, deſcend to him. 

6« Se]. Hark! the wiſh'd muſic ſounds —*Tis he— 


he comes [Exit Selima. 
„Zar. My beart prevented him, and found him 
near: [ 


« Abſent two whole long days, the flow-pac'd hour 
« Atlaft is come, and gives him to my wiſhes !”? 
| [A grand march, 


Enter Os MAx, reading a paper, which he re-delivers to 
| ORASMIN j quit Attendants, a. 
Oſm. Wait my return—or, ſhould there be a cauſe 
That may require my preſence, do not fear 
To enter; ever mindful, that my own © 
[Zu Oras. &c. 
Follows my people's happineſs.—At length, 
Cares have releas'd my heart—to love and Zara. 
Zar. *Twas not in eruel abſence, to deprive me 


Of your imperial image—every where 


You reign triumphant : memory ſupplies 
Reflexion with your power; and you, like Heaven, 
Are always preſent—and are always gracious. 160 


8 


ls 


C's 


act J. ZARA. 275 


On. The Sultans, my great anceſtors, bequeath'd 
Their empire to me, but their taſte they gave not 
Their laws, their lives, their loves, delight not me x 
] know our prophet {miles on am'rous wiſhes, 

And opens a wide field to yalit deſire; 

[ know, that at my will I might poſſeſs ; 

That, wafting tendernefs in wild profuſion, 

| might look down to my ſurrounded feet, 

And bleſs contending heauties. I might ſpeak, 
Serenely ſlothful, from within my palace, 
And bid my pleaſure be my people's law. 


But, ſweet as ſoftneſs is, its end is cruel ; 


I can look round, and count a hundred kings, 

Unconquer'd by themſelves, and ſlaves to others: 

Hence was Jeruſalem to Chriſtians loft; 

Hut Heaven, to blaſt that unbelieving race, 

« Taught me tobe a king, by thinking like one.“ 

Hence from the diſtant Euxine to the Nile, 

The trumpets voice has wak*d the world to war; 

Yet, amidſt arms And death, thy power has reach'd 
me; 180 


For thou diſdain'ſt, like me, 2 languid love; 


Glory and Zara join—and charm together. 
Zar. I hear at once, with bluſhes and with joy, 
This paſſion, ſo unlike your country's cuſtoms. 
Oſm. Paſſion, like mine, diſdains my country” $ . | 
toms ;_ 


The jealouſy, the ü the diſtruſt, 


The proud, ſuperior coldneſs of the eaſt. 

I know to love yon, Zara, with eſteem; 
To truſt your virtue, and to court your ſoul. 
Nobly confiding, I unveil my heart, 
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And dare rf you, that, *tis all your own: 

My joys muſt all be yours; only iny cares 

Shall lie coneeal'd within—and reach not Zara. 
Zar. Oblig'd by this exceſs of tenderneſs, 

How low, how wretched was the lot of Zara ! 


Too poor with aught, but thanks, to pay ſuch bleſſings! 


O/m. Not fo—I love—and would be lov'd again; 
Let me confeſs it, I poſſeſs a ſoul, 


That what it wiſhes, wiſhes ardently. 
T ſhould believe you hated, had you power 200 


To love with moderation: 'tis my aim, 
In every thing, to reach ſupreme perfection. 
If, with an equal flame, I touch your heart, 
Marriage attends your ſmile—But know, *twill make 
Me wretched, if it makes not Zara happy. 

Zar. Ah, fir! if ſuch a heart as gen'rous Oſman's 
Can, from my will, ſabmit to take its bliſs, 
What mortal ever was decreed ſo happy! 
Pardon the pride, with which I own my joy; 
Thus wholly to poſſeſs the man 1 love! 
To know, and to confeſs his will my fate! 
To be the happy work of his dear hands ! 


To be— 
| ä 
Oſm. Already interrupted ! What ? 
Who? —Whence ? 


Oras. This moment ? fi ir, there is arriv'd 
That Chriſtian fave, who, licens'd on his faith, 


Went hence to France—and, now return d, prays 


audience. 
Zar. LA Oh, . 3) 219 
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Oſm. Admit him—What ?—Why comes he not? 
Oras. He waits without. No Chriſtian dares ap- 


proach, 
This place, long ſacred to the Sultan? 8 privacies. 


Oſm. Go bring him with thee - monarchs, like the 
ſun, | TE 
Shine but in vain, yOWRrIgs if unſeen; _ 
With forms and rev'rence, let the great approach us; 
Not the unhappy ;—every place alike, 
Gives the diſtreſs'd a privilege to enter 


| [Exit Oras. 
I think with ** on theſe dreadful maxims, 
Which harden kings inſenſibly to tyrants. 


Re-enter OzasmiN with NERESTAN. 


Ner. Imperial Sultan! honour'd, ev'n by foes! 1 
See me return'd, regardful of my _ ö 


And punctual to diſcharge a Chriſtian's duty. 


bring the ranſom of the captive Zara, 


Fair Selima, the partner of her fortune, 

And of ten Chriſtian captives, pris' ners here. 

You promis'd, Sultan, if I ſhould return, 

To grant their rated liberty :—Behold, 

I am return'd, and they are yours no more. 

I would have ftretch'd my purpoſe to myſelf, - 

Bat fortune has deny'd it ; my poor all ' "40 


| Suffic'd no further, and a noble poverty 


Is now my whole poſſeſhon, —I redeem 

The promis'd Chriſtians ; for I taught em hope: 
But, for myſelf, I come again your flave, 

To wait the fuller hand of future charity. 
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But let thy pride be taught, it treads too high, 

When it preſumes to climb above my mercy. 

Go ranfonilefs thyſelf, and carry back 

Their unaccepted ranſoms, join'd with gifts, 

Fit to reward thy purpoſe; inſtead of ten, 

- Demand a Hundred Chriſtians ; j they are thine: 

Take 'em, and bid %eni teach their hanghty country, 

They left ſome virtue among Saracens.— 

Be Luſignan alone excepted He 

Who boats the blood of kings, and dares lay claim 

To my Jeruſalem that claim, his guilt ! | 

« Such is the law of ſtates ; had I been vanquiſh'd, 

«© Thus hack He ſaid of me.“ TI mourn his lot, 

Who muſt in fetters,. Joſt to day. light, pine, 260 

And ſigh away old age in grief and pain. 

For Zara - but to name her as a captive, 

Were to diſhonour language -—ſhe's a prize 

Above thy purchaſe :—all the Chriſtian realms, 

With all their kings to guide em, would unite 

In vain, to force her from me. Go, retire 
Ner. For Zara' s ranſom, with her own conſent, | 

J had your royal word. For Lufignan--- 

Unhappy, poor,,old, man — 

Ofen. Was I not heard? _ 

Have I not told the, Chriſtian, all my will? 

What if 1 prais'd thee! This preſumptubus virtue, 

Compelling my eſteem; provokes my pride; 

Be gone—and when to-morrow's ſun ſhall riſe 

On my dominions, | be not found---too near me. 


Exit N ereſtan. 


. 
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Jealous !-—+1 was not jealous !-If I was, 


Then, all the nt day is love and Zara's: 


And, among — n livealons, Exit. 
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Zar. [LAſide.] Aſſiſt him, Heaven! 
On. Zara, retire a moment 
Aſſume, throughout my palace, ſovereign empire, 
While I give orders to prepare the pomp 
That waits to erown thee miſtreſs of my throne 280 
[ Leads her out, and returns. 
Oraſmin ! didſt thou mark th? imperious ſlave ? 
What could he mean he ſight d-wandz as he went, 
Turn'd and lookꝰd back at Zara didſt thou mark it? 0 
Oras. Alas! my fovereign maſter let not jealouſy 
Strike high enoug h to reach your noble heart. 
On. Jealouſy, ſaid'ſt thou? I diſdain it: No! 
Diſtruſt is poor; and a miſplac'd ſuſpirion 
Invites and juſtiſies the fulſehood fear di | 
Vet, as I love with warmth««fo, I could hate! 
But Zara is above diſguiſe: and art: 
« My love is ſtronger, nobler, than my power.” 
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I am nat no- my heart but, let us drown 
Remembrance of the word, and of the image: 
My heart is filP& with a diviner flame. | 
Go, and prepare for the approaching nuptials. 
« Zara to careful empire joins delight. 

I muſt allot one hour to thoughts of ſtate, 


Exit Oraſmin. 
88 by forms of pompous miſery preſsꝰd, 300 
In proud, unſocial miſery, unbleſt' d, 
Wou'd, but for love's! ſoft mn eurſe their 
throne, 
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ACT I SCENE T. © 
NensTan, Season. 
Cbatillun. 


Mareulzss Nereſtan generous and great! 

You, who have broke the chains of hopeleſs ſlaves 

« You, Chriſtian ſaviour! by a Saviour ſent !” 

Appear, be known, enjoy your due delight ; 

The grateful weepers wait to claſp your knees, 

They throng to kiſs the happy hand that fay'd em: 

Indulge the kind impatience of their eyes, 

And, at their head, command their hearts for ever. 
Ner. IIluſtrious Chatllon! this ** 0 erwhelms 

me 3, 6d. 

What have I done beyond a Chriſtian? $ days $: 

Beyond what you would, in-my place, have 1 ? 

C bat. True it is every honeſt Chriſtian's duty; 

Nay, ttis the bleſſing of ſuch minds as ours, | 

For others? good to ſacrifice our own. — 

Yet, happy they, to whom Heay'n grants the power, 

To execute, like you, that duty's call! 

For us—the relicks of abandon'd war, 

Forgot in France, and, in Jeruſalem, 

Left to grow old in fetters, —Oſman's father 

Conſign'd us to the gloom of a damp dungeon, 20 

Where, but for you, we muſt have groan'd out life, 

And native France have bleſs'd our eyes no more. 
Ner. The will of gracious Heaw'n, that ſoften'd 


Oſman, 


5 
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Inſpir'd me for your ſakes :—But, with our joy, 
Flows, mix'd, a bitter ſadneſs——I had hop'd 
To fave from their perverfion, a young beauty, 
Who, in her infant innocence, with me, 
Was made a ſlave by cruel Noradin 
When, ſprinkling Syria with the blood of Chriſtians, 
Cæſarea's walls ſaw Luſignan ſurpriz'd, 
And the proud creſcent riſe in bloody triumph. 
From this ſeraglio having young eſcap'd, 
Fate, three years ſince, reſtor d me to my chains; 
Then, ſent to Paris on my plighted faith, 
I flatter*'d my fond hope with vain reſolves, 
To guide the lovely Zara to that court 
Where Lewis has eftabliſh'd virtue's throne : 
But Oſman will detain her—yet, not Oſman ; 
Zara herſelf forgets ſhe is a Chriſtian, 
And loves the tyrant Sultan !—Let that paſs: 40 
I mourn a diſappointment ſtill more crael | 
The prop of all our Chriſtian hope is loſt? 
Chat. Diſpoſe me at your will] am your own. 
Ner, Oh, Sir, great Luſignan, ſo long their cap- 
tive, 
That laſt of an heroic race of kings! 
That warrior, whoſe paſt fame has ſilbd the world! 
Oſman refuſes to my fighs for ever ! 
Chat. Nay, then we have been all redeem'd in 
vain ; | 
Periſh that ſoldier who would quit his chains, 
And leave his noble chief behind in fetters. 
Alas! you know him not as I have known him 
Thank Heav'n, that plac'd your birth ſo far remov'd 
. | 
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From thoſe deteſted days of blood and woe : 

But I, leſs happys was condemned to ſee 

Thy walls, Jeruſalem, beat down—and all 

Our pious fathers? labours loſt in ruins ! 

Heav'n ! had you ſeen the very temple riffed ! 

The ſacred ſepulchre itſelf profan'd ! | 

Fathers with children mingled, flame together 

And our laſt king, oppreſs'd with age and arms, 60 

Murder'd, and bleeding o'er his murder'd ſons ! 

Then Luſignan, ſole remnant of his race, 

Rallying our fated few amidſt the flames, 

Fearleſs, beneath the cruſh of falling towers, 

The conqu'rors and the conquer'd, groans and death! 

Dreadful—and, waving in his hand his ſword, 

Red with the blood of infidels, cry'd out, 

This way, ye faithful Chriſtians ! follow me. 
Ner. How full of glory was that brave retreat 
Chat. Twas Heav'n, no doubt, that ſav'd and led 

him on; | 

Pointed his path, and march'd our ä guide : 

We reach'd Czfarea—there the general voice 

Choſe Luſignan, thenceforth to give us laws ; 

Alas ! *twas vain---Czfarea could not ſtand 

When Sion's ſelf was fallen ! we were betray'd ; 

And 1 Luſignan condemn'd, to length of life, 

In chains, in damps, and darkneſs, and deſpair: 

4 Yet great, amidſt his miſeries, he look'd, 

ce As if he could not feel his fate himſelf, 

4e But as it reach'd his followers. And ſhall we, 80 

“ For whom our gen'rous leader fuffer'd this, 

« Be vilely ſafe, and dare be bleſs'd without him?“ , 
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Ner. Oh! I ſhould hate the liberty he ſhar'd not. 
I knew too well the miſeries you deſcribe, 


35 


For I was born amidſt them. Chains and death, 


Cæſarea loſt, and Saracens triumphant, 

Were the firft objects which my eyes e' er look'd on. 
Hurried, an infant, among other infants, 

Snatch'd from the boſoms of their bleeding mothers, 
A temple ſav'd us, till the ſlaughter ceas d; 

Then were we ſent to this ill-fated city, 

Here, in the palace of our former kings, 

To learn, from Saracens, their hated faith, 

And be completely wretched. Zara, too, 

Shar'd this captivity ; we both grew up. 

So near each other, that a tender friendſhip 
Endear'd her to my wiſhes : My fond heart— 
Pardon its weakneſs, bleeds to ſee her loſt, 

And, for a barb'rous tyrant, quit her God! 

Chat. Such is the Saracens?, too fatal, policy ! 100 
Watchful ſeducers, ſtill, of infant weakneſs : 
“Happy that you ſo young eſcap'd their hands!“ 

But let us think———May not this Zara's int'reſt, 
Loving the Sultan, and by him belov'd, 

For Luſignan procure ſome fofter ſentence ? 
The wiſe and juſt, with innocence, may draw 
„Their own advantage from the guilt of others.“ 

Ner. How ſhall I gain admiſſion to her preſence ? 

Oſman has baniſh*d me—but that's a trifle ; 
Will the ſeraglio's portals open to me? 
Or, could I find that eaſy to my hopes, 
What proſpect of ſucceſs from an apoſtate? 
On whom I cannot look without diſdain ; 
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< And who will read her ſhame upon my brow.” 
The hardeſt trial of a generous mind 
Is, to court favours from a hand it ſcorns. 
Chat. Think it is Luſignan we ſeek to ſerve. 
Ner. Well—it ſhall be attempted—Hark ! who' 8 
this? 
Are my eyes falſe ; or, is it really ſhe ? 


| Enter ZARA. 


Zar. Start not, my worthy friend ! ! I come to 
ſeek you ; 120 

The Sultan has permitted it ; fear nothing : 
But to confirm my heart which trembles near you, 
Soften that angry air, nor look reproach ; 
Why ſhould we fear each other, both miſtaking ? 
Aſſociates from our birth, one priſon held us, 
One friendſhip taught affliction to be calm, 
Till Heav'n thought fit to favour your eſcape, 
And call you to the fields of happier France ; 
Thence, once again, it was my lot to find you 
A pris'ner here; where, hid amongſt a crowd 
Of undiſtinguiſh'd ſlaves, with leſs reſtraint, 
1 ſhar'd your frequent converſe ; 
It pleas'd your pity, ſhall I ſay your friendſhip ? 
Or rather, ſhall I call it generous charity ? 
To form that noble purpoſe, to redeem _ 
Diſtreſsful Zara—you procur'd my ranſom, 
And with a greatneſs that out-ſoar'd a crown, 
Return'd yourſelf a ſlave, to give me freedom; 
But Heav'n has caſt our fate for different climes : 


Here, in Jeruſalem, I fix for ever; 140 
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Vet, among all the ſhine that marks my fortune, 
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I ſhall with frequent tears remember yours; 

Your goodneſs will for ever ſooth my heart, 

And keep your image {till a dweller there: 

Warm'd by your great example to protect 

That faith, that lifts humanity ſo high, 

PII be a mother to diſtreſsful Chriſtians. | 
Ner. How !-—You protect the Chriſtians! you, 

who can 

Abjure their ſaving truth, and coldly ſee 

Great Luſignan, their chief, die ſlow in chains! 
Zar. To bring him freedom you behold me here; 

You will this moment meet his eyes in joy. 
Chat. Shall I then live to bleſs that happy hour ? ? 
Ner. Can Chriſtians owe ſo dear a gift to Zara? 
Zar. Hopeleſs I gathered courage to intreat 

The Sultan for his liberty—amaz'd, 

So ſoon to gain the happineſs I wiſh'd ! 

See where they bring the good old chief grown dim 


With age, by pain and ſorrows haſten'd on ! 


Chat. How is my heart diffoly'd with ſudden joy! 
5% Zar. I long to view his venerable face, 

6% But tears, I know not why, eclipſe my fight. 

&« I feel, methinks, redoubled pity for him; 

« But, I, alas! myſelf have been a ſlave; 


And when we pity woes which we have felt, 


& ?Tis but a partial virtue 
& Ner. Amazement!— Whence this greatneſs in an 


iofidel !?.. 
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Eater Lvs16 NAN led in by two Guards, 


Lus. Where am I? From the mg s depth 
what voice 
Has call'd me to reviſit long-loſt day? 
Am with Chriſtians ? I am weak—forgive me, 
And guide my trembling ſteps. I'm full of years; 
My miſeries have worn me more than age. 
Am I in truth at liberty? | [ Seating himſelf. 

Chat. You are 
And every Chriſtian's grief takes end with yours. 

Lu. O, light! O, dearer far than light, that 

voice ! 
Chatillon, is it you? my fellow martyr ! K 
And ſhall our wretchedneſs, indeed, have end? 
In what place are we now: my feeble eyes, 
Diſus'd to day- light, long in vain to find you. 180 

Chat. This was the palace of your royal fathers: 
"Tis now the ſon of Noradin's ſeraglio. 

Zar. The maſter of this place—the mighty Oſman, 
Diſtinguiſhes, and loves to cheriſhvirtue. 

This gen'rons Frenchman, yet a ſtranger to you, 
Drawn from his native foil, from peace and reft, 
Brought the yow'd ranſoms of ten Chriſtian ſlaves, 
Himſelf contented to remain a captive : 

But Oſman, charm'd by greatnefs like his own, 
To equal what he loved, has giv'n him you. 

Lus. So gen'rous France inſpires her ſocial ſons ! 
They have been ever dear and uſeful to me— 
Would I were nearer to him Noble Sir, 
| [Nereſtan approaches. 
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How have I merited, that you for me 
Should paſs ſuch diſtant ſeas, to bring me bleſlings, 
And hazard your own ſafety for my ſake? . 

Ner. My name, Sir, is Nereſtan; born in Syria, 
I wore the chains of ſlavery from my birth; 
Till quitting the proud creſcent for the court 200 
Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his eye 
I learnt the trade of arms: the rank I held 
Was but the kind diſtinction which he gave me, 
To tempt my courage to deſerve regard. 
Vour ſight, unhappy prince, would charm his eye; 
That beſt and greateſt monarch will behold 
With grief and joy thoſe venerable wounds, 
And print embraces where your fetters bound you. 
All Paris will revere the croſs's martyr; 
Paris, the refuge ſtill of ruin'd kings!“ 

Lus. Alas! in times long paſt, I've ſeen its glory: 
When Philip the victorious liv'd, I fought 
A-breaft with Montmorency and Melun, 
D*'Eftaing, De Neile, and the far- famous Courcy ;— 
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Names which were then the praiſe and dread of war! 


But what have I to do at Paris now? 

I ſtand upon the brink of the cold grave; 
That way my journey lies—to find, 1 hope, 
The King of Kings, and aſk the recompence 
For all my woes, long-ſuffer*d for his ſake | 
You gen'rous witneſſes of my laſt hour, 220 
While I yet live, aſfiſt my humble prayers, 

And join the refignation of my ſoul. 

Nereſtan !—Chatillon !—and you, fair mourner! 
Whoſe tears do honour to an old man's ſorrows ! 
Pity a father, the unhappieſt ſure 
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That ever felt the hand of angry heaven ! | 
My eyes, though dying, ſtill can furniſh tears; 
Half my long life they flow'd, and ſtill will flow 
A daughter and three ſons, my heart's proud hopes, 
Were all torn from me in their tend'reſt years— 
My friend Chatillon knows, and can remember 
Chat. Would I were able to forget your woe. 
Lus. Thou wert a pris'ner with me in Cæſarea, 
And there beheld'ſt my wife and two dear ſons 
Periſh in flames. 
Chat A captive and in fetters, 
I could not help 'em. 
Lus. 1 know thou couldſt no. 
Oh, *twas a dreadful ſcene! theſe eyes beheld it.— 
Huſband and father, helpleſs I beheld it.— 
Deny'd the mournful privilege to die 
Oh, my poor children ! whom I now deplore ; "TR 
If ye are faints in Heav'n, as ſure ye are, 
Look with an eye of pity on that brother, 
That ſiſter whom you left —If I have yer, 
Or ſon or daughter -—for in early chains, 
Far from their loſt and unaſſiſting father, 
I heard that they were ſent, with numbers more, 
To this ſeraglio ; hence to be difpers'd 
In nameleſs remnants o'er the eaſt, and ſpread 
Our Chriſtian miſeries round a faithleſs world. 
Chat. Twas true, For in the horrors of that day, 
I ſnatch'd your infant daughter from her cradle ; 
« But finding ev'ry hope of flight was vain, 
& Scarce had I ſprinkled, from a public fountain, 
& Thoſe ſacred drops which waſh the ſoul from ſin,” 
When from my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens ' 
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Forc'd the loſt innocent, who ſmiling lay, 
And pointed, playful, at the ſwarthy ſpoilers ! 
With her, your youngeſt, then your only ſon, 260 
Whoſe little life had reach'd the fourth ſad year, 
And juſt giv'n ſenſe to feel his own misfortunes, 
Was order'd to this city. 
Ner. I, too, hither, 
Juſt at that fatal age, from loſt Cæſarea, 
Came in that crowd of undiſtinguiſh'd Chriſtians,— 
Lus. Vou! - came you thence?— Alas! who knows 
but you 
Might heretofore have ſeen my two poor children. 
[Looking up.] Hah, Madam! that ſmall ornament 


you Wear, 


Its form a ſtranger to this country's faſhion, 
How long has it been yours? 


Zar. From my firſt birth, Sir— 


Ah, what! you ſeem ſurpriz d W ſhould this 


move you? 
Lus. Would you confide it to my trembling hands? 
Zar. To what new wonders am I now reſery'd ? 
Oh, Sir! what mean you! 
Lus. Providence and Heaven ! 
Oh, failing eyes, deceive ye not my hope ” 
Can this be poſhble ?—Yes, yes——tis ſhe ! 


This little croſs—I know it, by ſure marks! 280 


Oh! take me, Heav'n! while I can die with joy 
Zar. Oh, do not, Sir, diſtract me! —riſing thoughts, 
And hopes, and fears, o'erwhelm me! 
Lus. Tell me, yet, 
Has it remain'd for ever in your hands? 
What—both brought captives from Cxſarea hither ? 
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Zar. Both, both 
40 Oh, heaven! have I then found a father ? Þ» 
Tuc. Their voice ! their looks ! thy 
The living images of their dear mother! 
O God! who ſee'ſt my OY and know'ft my 
thoughts 
Do not forſake me at this 1 of ee 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble for this joy. 
Madam! Nereſtan !—Help me, Chatillon! [ R; * 
Nereſtan, haſt thou on thy breaſt a ſcar, 
Which ere Cæſarea fell, from a fierce hand, 
Surprizing us by night, my child receiv'd ? 
| Ner. Bleſs'd hand - bear it,—Sir, the mark is 
| there ! 
Lus. Merciful heaven ! 
Ner. [ Kneeling.] Oh, Sir ob, Zara, kneel.— 


Zar. [Kneeling] My father !—Oh!—— 301 
Tus. Oh, my loſt children 2 

Both. Oh! 

Luc. My ſon! my daughter! Joſt in embracing 


you, 
1 would now die, leſt this ſhould prove a dream. 
Chat. How touch'd is " glad heart, to ſee their 
joy! 
Las. They ſhall not tear 1 from * arms my 
children ! 
Again, I find you——dear in wintheloef c 
Oh, my brave ſon—and thou my nameleſs daughter ! 
Now diflipate all doubt, remove all dread, 
Has Heaven, that gives me back my children—giv'n 
'em, 


Such as I loſt em Come they Chriſta to me! 4 


One weeps and one declines a conſcious eye ! 


Full fixty years I fought the Chriſtian's cauſe, 


Vet never for myſelf my tears ſought Heaven 
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Your ſilence ſpeaks—too well I underſtand it. 
Zar. 1 cannot, Sir, deceive you—Oſman's laws 
Were mine—and Oſman is not, Chriſtian. 
Lus. Her words are thunder burſting on my 
head; P 
Wer't not for thee, my ſon, I now ſhould die; 


Saw their doom'd temple fall, their pow'r deſtroy'd : 
Twenty, a captive, in a dungeon's depth, 321 


All for my children rofe my fruitleſs prayers : 

Yet, what avails a father's wretched joy? 

J have a daughter gain'd, and Heay'n an enemy. 

Oh, my miſguided daughter —loſe not thy faith, 

Reclaim thy birthright- think upon the blood 

Of twenty Chriſtian kings, that fills thy veins; 

'Tis heroes? blood the blood of ſaints and martyrs ! 

What would thy mother feel, to fee thee thus 

She, and thy murder'd brothers !—think, they call 
ee? | 

Think that thou ſeeſt 'em ſtretch their bloody arms, 

And weep to win thee from their murd'rer's boſom. 

Ev'n in the place where thou betray'ſt thy God, 

He dy'd, my child, to fave thee.—“ Turn thy eyes, 

« And ſee; for thou art near his ſacred ſepulchre; 

«* 'Thou canſt not move a ſtep, but where he trod!“ 

Thou trembleſt—Oh ! admit me to thy ſoul 


Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted father ; 339 
„Take not thus ſoon, again, the life thou gay'ſt 
him :? 


Shame not thy mother —nor renounce thy God. — 
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Tis paſt—Repentance dawns in thy ſweet eyes; 
I ſee bright truth deſcending to thy heart, 
And now, my long-loft child is found for ever. 

% Ner. Oh, doubly bleſt ! a ſiſter, and a ſoul, 
To be redeem'd. together! VT 


Zar. Oh, my father! 
Dear author of my life! inform me, teach me, 
What ſhould my duty do? 
Luc. By one ſhort word, 
'To dry up all my tears, and make life welcome, 
Say thou art a Chriſtian | 
Zar. Sir I am a Chriſtian. 


Luc. Receive her, gracious Heaven! and bleſs her 
for it. | 


Enter OR As Mix. 


Ores. Madam, the Sultan onder'd we to tell. you, 
That he expects you inſtant quit this place, 
And bid your laſt farewell to theſe vile Chriſtians. 
Vou, captive Frenchmen, follow me; for you, 
It is my taſk to anſwer. 
Chat. Still new miſeries! 360 
How cautious man ſhould be, to ſay, I'm happy! 
Luc. Theſe are the times, 18 friends, to try our 
firmneſs, 
Our Chriſtian firmneſs. 
Zar. Alas, fir! Oh! F 
Lus. Oh, you !-—I dare not name you! | 
Farewell but, come what may, be ſure remember 
You keep the fatal ſecret! for the reſt, 
Leaye all to Heaven be faithful, and be bleſt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


— 

Os uAx and ORASMIN. 

Oſman. 

Oxrasmin, this alarm was falſe and groundleſs ; 
Lewis no long turns his arms on me ; 
The French, grown weary by a length of woes, 
Wiſh not at once to quit their fruitful plains, 
And famiſh on Arabia's deſart ſands. 
Their ſhips, tis true, have ſpread the Syrian ſeas : 
And Lewis, hovering o'er the coaſt of Cyprus, 
Alarms the fears of Aſia—But I've learnt, 


That ſteering wide from our unmenac'd ports, 
He points his thunder at th? Egyptian ſhore. 


There let him war, and waſte my enemies; 


Their mutual conflict will but fix my throne. 
Releaſe thoſe Chriſtians I reſtore their freedom; 
Till pleaſe their maſter, nor can weaken me: 


Tranſport 'em at my coſt, to find their king; 


I wiſh to have him know me : carry thither 

This Luſignan, whom, tell him, I reſtore, 

Becauſe I cannot fear his fame in arms; 

But love him for his virtue and his blood. 

Tell him, my father, having conquer'd twice, 20 

Condemn'd him to perpetual chains ; but I 

Have ſet him free, that I might triumph more. | 
Oraſ. The Chriſtians gain an army in his name. 
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O/m. I cannot fear a ſound.— 
Oraſ. But, ſir ſhould Lewis 
On. Tell Lewis and the world —it ſhall be fo: : 
Zara propos'd it, and my heart approves : | 
Thy ftateſman's reaſon is too dull for love |! 
M Why wilt thou force me to confeſs it all? 
© Tho? I to Lewis ſend back Luſignan, 
&« T give him but to Zara have griev'd her; 
% And ow'd her the atonement of this joy. 
Thy falſe advices, which but now miſled 
My anger, to confine thoſe helpleſs Chriſtians, 
«© Gave her a pain; I feel for her and me:“ 
But I talk on, and waſte the ſmiling moments. 
For one long hour I yet defer my nuptials ; 
« But, 'tis not Toſt, that hour ! *twill be all hers !” 
She would employ it in a conference 
With that Nereſtan, whom thou know'ſt——tha: 


Chriſtian ! 

Oraſ. And have you, fir, indulged that K de- 
ſire? 

On. What mean'ſt thou? They were infant ſlaves 
together; 


Friends ſhould part kind, who are to meet nd more. 
When Zara aſks, I will refuſe her nothing: 
Reſtraint was never made for thoſe we love. 

Down with thoſe rigoars of the proud ſeraglio ; 

I hate its laws—where blind auſterity 

Sinks virtue to neceſity.—My blood 

Diſclaims your Afian jealouſy I hold 

The fierce, free plainneſs of my Scythian anceſtors, 
Their open confidence, their honeſt hate, 

Their love unfearing, and their anger told. 
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Gothe good Chriſtian waits conduct him to 
her; | 


Zara * thee What ſhe wills, abut 
[Exit Oſman. 


Oraſ. Ho! Chriſtian ! enter ait a moment 
here. | 


Enter NtRESTAN. 
Zara will ſoon approach! go to find her. | 
Exit Oraſ. 


Ner. In what a ſtate, in what a place, I leave 
her ? | | | 
Oh, faith! Oh, father! Oh, my poor loft ſiſter ! 
She's here— 


Enter ZARA. 

Thank Heaven, it is not, then, unlawful - 60 
To ſee you, yet once more, my lovely fiſter ! 
Not all ſo happy We, who met but now, 
Shall never meet again for Luſignan—— 
We ſhall be orphans ſtill, and want a father. 

Zar. Forbid it Heaven! 

Ner. His laſt ſad hour's at hand—— 


That flow of joy, which follow'd our diſcovery, 


Too ſtrong and ſudden for his age's weakneſs, 
Waſting his ſpirits, dry'd the ſource of life, 
And natnre yields him up to time's demand, 
Shall he not die in peace ?—Oh! let no doubt 
Diſturb his parting moments with diſtruſt z 
Let me, when I return to cloſe his eyes, 
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Compoſe his mind's impatience too, and tell him, 
You are confirm'd a Chriſtian ! 

Zar. Oh! may his ſoul enjoy, in earth and hea- 

ven, 
Eternal reſt ! nor let one thought, one figh, 
One bold complaint of mine recall his cares! 
But you have injur'd me, who ſtill can doubt.— 
What! am I not your ſiſter ? and ſhall you 80 
Refuſe me credit? You ſuppoſe me light; | 
. You, who ſhould judge my honour by your own, 
Shall you diſtruſt a truth I dar'd avow, 
And ſtamp apoſtate on a ſiſter's heart! 

Ner. Ah! do not miſconceive me !—if I err'd, 
Affection, not diſtruſt, miſled my fear; 

Your will may be a Chriſtian, yet, not you; 
There is a ſacred mark—-a ſign of faith, 

A pledge of promiſe, that muſt firm your claim; 
Waſh you from guilt, and open Heaven before you. 
Swear, ſwear. by all the woes we all have borne, 
By all the martyr'd ſaints, who call you daughter, 
That you conſent, this day, to ſeal. our faith, 

By that myſterious rite which waits your call. 

Zar. I ſwear by Heaven, and allits holy hoſt, 
Its ſaints, its martyrs, its atteſting angels, 

And the dread preſence of its living author, 

To have no faith but yours ;—to die a Chriſtian ! 
Now, tell me what this myſtic faith requires. 

Ner. To hate the happineſs of Oſman's throne, 
And love that God, who, thro? his maze of woes, 
Has brought us all, unhoping, thus together. 

For me I am a ſoldier, uninftructed, 
Nor daring to inſtruct, tho? ſtrong in faith: 
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But I will bring th' ambaſſador of Heaven, 

To clear your views, and lift you to your God ! 

Be it your taſk to gain admiſſion for him.— 

But where? from whom — Oh! thou immortal 
Power! 4; 

Whence can we hope it, in this. curs'd ſeraglio ? 

Who is this ſlave of Oſman ?. Yes, this ſlave ! 


Does ſhe not boaſt the blood of twenty kings? 


Is not her race the ſame with that of Lewis? 

Is ſhe not Luſignan's unhappy daughter? 

A Chriſtian, and my ſiſter ?—yet a ſlave ! 

A willing ſlave !--I dare not ſpeak more plainly. 
Zar. Cruel! go on-—Alas ! you do not know 
| me! | 
At once, a ſtranger to my ſecret fate, | 
My pains, my fears, my wiſhes, and my power : 

I am--I will be Chriftian—will receive 
This holy prieſt, with his myſterious bleſſing; 


I will not do nor ſuffer aught unworthy 


Myſelf, my father, or my father's race. 
But, tell me nor be tender on this point, — 
What puniſhment your Chriſtian laws decree, 
For an unhappy wretch, who, to herſelf 
Unknown, and all abandon'd by the world, 
Loſt and enſlav'd, has, in her ſov'reign maſter, 
Found a protector, generous as great, 
Has touch'd his heart, and giv'n him all her own ? 
Ner. The puniſhment of ſuch a ſlave ſhould be 
Death in this world=-and pain in that to come. 
Zar. I am that ſlave —ſtrike here—and fave my 
ſhame. 


Ner, Deſtruction to my hopes! Can it be you? 
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50 CARD Aer Ill. 
Zar. It is.-Ador'd by Oſman, I adore him: 
This hour the nuptial rites will make us one. 
Ner. What ! marry Oſman Let the world = 
dark, 
That the extinguiſh'd ſun may hide thy ſhame ! 
Could it be thus, it were no crime to kill thee. 
Zar. Strike, ſtrike---I love * by Heav'n, I 
love him. 
Ner. Death is thy due but not thy due from 1 me: 
Vet, were the honour of our houſe no bar 
My father's fame, and the too gentle laws 
Of that religion which thou haſt diſgrac'd 
Did not the God thou quitt'ft hold back my arm 
Not there I could not there but, by my ſoul, 
I would ruſh, deſp'rate, to the Sultan's breaſt, 
And plunge my ſword in his proud heart who damns 
thee. 
Oh! ſhame! ſhame ! ſhame ! at ſuch a time as this! 
When Lewis l that awak*ner of the world, 
Beneath the lifted croſs makes Egypt pale, 
And -draws the ſword of Heaven to ſpread our 
| faith ! | 
Now to ſubmit to ſee my ſiſter doom'd 
A boſom ſlave to him whole tyrant heart 
But meaſures glory by the Chriftian's woe. 
Yes—-I will dare acquaint our father with it ; 
Departing Luſignan may live ſo long, 
As juſt to hear thy ſhame, and die to *ſcape it. 
Zar. Stay---my too angry brother---ſtay---perhaps, 
Zara has reſolution great es thine : 
"Tis cruel---and unkind !---Thy words are crimes; | 
My weakneſs but misfortune ! Doſt thou ſaffer ; 
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I ſuffer more ;---Oh ! would to Heaven this blood 
Of twenty boaſted kings would ſtop at once, 

And ſtagnate in my heart It then no more 

Would ruſh in boiling fevers thro' my veins, 


And ev'ry trembling drop be fill'd with Oſman, 


How has he lov'd me! how has he oblig'd me! 
I owe thee. to him! What has he not done, 
To juſtify his boundleſs pow'r of charming? 
For me, he ſoftens the ſevere decrees 
Of his own faith ;—and is it juſt that mine 
Should bid me hate him, but becauſe he loves me ? 
No I will be a Chriſtian but preſerve 
My gratitude as facred as my faith; 
If I have death to fear for Oſman's ſake, 
It muſt be from his coldneſs, not his love. 
Ner. I muſt at once condemn and pity thee ; 
J cannot point thee out which way to go, 
«* But Providence will lend its light to guide thee. 
« That ſacred rite, which thou ſhalt now receive, 
« Will ſtrengthen and ſupport thy feeble heart, 
« To live an innocent, or die a martyr:“ 
Here, then, begin performance of thy vow ; 
Here, in the trembling horrors of thy ſoul, 
Promiſe thy king, thy father, and thy God, 
Not to accompliſh theſe deteſted nuptials, 
Till firſt the rev'rend prieſt has clear'd your eyes, 
Taught you to know, and giv'n you claim to Heav'n, 
Promiſe me this — 
Zar. So, bleſs me, Heav'n! ! 10 ah 


Go—haſten the good prieſt, I will —_ him þ- 
But firſt return—cheer my expiring father, 
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Tell him J am, and will be all he wifhes me: 
Tell him, to give him life *twere joy to die. 
Mer. I go—F arewel—farewel, unhappy ſiſter ! 
[Exit Nereſtan. 
Zar. I am alone—and now be 1 my heart! 
And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy God ? 
What am I? What am I about to be? 
Daughter of Luſignan—or wife to Oſman ? 
Am I a lover moſt, or moſt a Chriſtian ? 
« Wou'd Selima were come ! and yet tis juſt, 
5 All friends ſhould fly her who. forſakes herſelf.” 
What ſhall 1 do? What heart has ſtrength to bear 
Theſe double weights of duty?—Help me, Heay'n ! 
To thy hard laws I render up my ſoul : 
"ou Oh ! demandit back—for now tis man 8. 


F Gn 


Oſm. Shine out, appear, be Ing, my lovely 
Dara! 
Impatient eyes attend—the rites in mee 3. 
And my devoted heart no longer brooks 
This diſtance from its ſoft' ner“ all the lamps 
Of nuptial love are lighted, and burn pure, 
& As if they drew their brightnefs from thy bluſhes : 
The holy moſque is fill'd with fragrant fumes, 
“Which emulate the ſweetneſs of thy breathing : 
My proftrate people all confirm my choice, 
“And ſend their ſouls to Went in prayers for — 
ings. 

« Thy envious rivals, bonleioäs 0 of hy right, 
« Approve Opera charms, and join to praiſe thee ; 
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te The throne that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine more 
richly, 

« As all its gems, with animated luſtre, 


_ & Fear'd to look dim beneath the eyes of Zara!“ 


Come, my ſlow love ! the ceremonies wait thee ; 
Come, and begin from this dear hour my triumph. 
Zar. Oh, what a wretch am I! Oh, grief! Oh, 
love ! | 0 
6“ Ofm. Come come 
& Zar. Where ſhall J hide my bluſhes ? 
& Om. Bluſhes——here, in my boſom, hide 'em. 
% Zar. My lord!“ | 
Oſm. Nay, Zara—give me thy hand, and come 
Zar. Inſtru&t me, Heaven! | 
What I ſhould fay---Alas ! I cannot ſpeak. 
Oſm. Away—this modeſt, ſweet reluctant trifling 
But doubles my defires, and thy own ag 0 
Zar. Ah, me! 
Oſ/m. Nay—but thou ſhould*ſt not be too rd 
Zar. I can no longer bear it--Oh, my lord 
Ofm. Ha !-- What ?-—whence -ho- ? 
Zar. My lord! my ſov'reign! | 
Heav'n knows this marriage would have been a bliſs 
Above my humble hopes !---yet, witneſs love! 
Not from the grandeur of your throne, that blifs, 
But from the pride of calling Oſman mine. 
« Would you had been no emperor ! and I 
“ Pofleſs'd of power and charms deſerving you! 
“That, ſlighting Afia's thrones, I might alone 
« Have left a proffer*d world, to follow you 
Through deſerts, uninhabited by men, 
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% And bleſs'd with ample room for peace and love ;” 
But, as it is theſe Chriſtians 
On. Chriſtians ! What! 
How ſtart two images into thy thoughts, 
So diſtant—as the Chriſtians and my love! 
Zar. That good old Chriſtian, rev'rend Luſignan, 
Now dying, ends his life and woes together. 
n. Well! let him die What has thy heart to 
feel, 
Thus preſſing, and thus tender, from the death 
Of an old wretched Chriſtian Thank our pro- 
phet, 
Thou art no Chriſtian !---Educated here, 
Thy happy youth was taught our better faith: 
Sweet as thy pity ſhines, tis now miſ- tim'd. 
What! tho' an aged ſuff'rer dies unhappy, 
Why ſhould his foreign fate diſturb our joys? 
Zar. Sir, if you love me, and woun have me think 
That I am truly dear— - 
Ofm. Heaven! if I love! 
Zar. Permit me--- 
On. What? | 
Zar. To defire—— 
Ofm. Speak out. 
Zar. The nuptial rites 
May be deferr'd till--- 
n. What !---Is that the voice 
Of Zara? 
Zar. Oh, I cannot 1 his frown! . 
O/m. Of Zara 
Zar. It is dreadful to my heart, 
To give you but a ſeeming cauſe for anger; 
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Pardon my grief---Alas ! I cannot bear it ; 
There is a painful terror in your eye | 
That pierces to my ſoul---hid from your fight 
1 go to make a moment's truce with tears, 
And gather force to ſpeak of my deſpair. | 
| | Brit diſordered. 
n. I ſtand immoveable, like ſenſeleſs marble z 
Horror had frozen my ſuſpended tongue; 
And an aſtoniſh'd filence robb'd my will 
Of power to tell her that ſhe ſhock'd my foul ! 
Spoke ſhe to me ?--Sure I miſunderſtood her 
Cou'd it be me the left ?---What have I ſeen! - 


Enter Orasmin. 


Oraſmin, what a change is here !---She's gone, 
And I permitted it, 1 know not how. 

Oraſ. Perhaps you but accuſe the charming fault 
Of innocence, too modeſt oft in love. 

mn. But why, and whence thoſe tears ?—thoſe 

looks | that flight ! 

That grief, ſo ſtrongly ſtamp'd on every feature? 
If it has been that Frenchman !—What a thought ! 
How low, how horrid a ſuſpicion that ! 
& The dreadful flaſh at once gives light and kills me! 
« My too bold confidence repell'd my caution 
« An infidel! a ſlave !---a heart like mine 
«© Reduc'd to ſuffer from ſo vile a rival l' 
But tell me, did*ſt thou mark em at their parting ? 
Did'ſ thou obſerve the language of their eyes? 


Hide nothing from me Is my love betray'd ? 
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Tell me my whole diſgrace: nay, if thou trembleſt, 
I hear thy pity ſpeak, though thou art ſilent. 

Oraſ. I tremble at the pangs I ſee you ſuffer. 
Let not your angry apprehenſion urge 
Your faithful ſlaye to irritate your anguiſh ; 
I did, tis true, obſerve ſome parting tears; 
But they were tears of charity and grief; 
I cannot think there was a cauſe deſerving 
This agony of paſſion bi 

Ofm. Why no II thank thee 
Oraſmin, thou art wiſe! It cou'd not be 
That I ſhould ſtand expos'd to ſuch an inſult. 
Thou know'ſt, had Zara meant me the offence, 
She wants not wiſdom to have hid it better: 
How rightly didſt thou judge !---Zara ſhall know it, 
And thank thy honeſt ſervice——After all, 
Might ſhe not have ſome cauſe for tears, which I 
Claim no concern in---bnt the grief it gives her? 
What an unlikely fear---from a poor ſlave, 
Who goes to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wiſhes, 
Nay, who reſolves to ſee thoſe climes no more. 

Oraſ. Why did you, Sir, againſt our country's 

cuſtom, | 

Indulge him with a ſecond leave to come? 
He ſaid, he ſhould return once more to ſee her. 

On. Return ! the traitor! he return !---Dares he 
Preſume to preſs a ſecond interview? 
Would he be ſeen again? He ſhall be ſeen ; 
But dead.---I'll puniſh the audacious ſlave, 
To teach the faithleſs fair to feel my anger. 
Be ftill, my tranſports; violence is blind : 
I know my heart at once is fierce and weak 
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I feel that I deſcend below c; 

« Zara can never juſtly be ſuſpected; 

« Her ſweetneſs was not formed to cover treaſon : "+ 

Vet, Oſman muſt not ſtoop to woman's follies; 

„Their tears, complaints, regrets, and reconcile- 
ments, 0 


„ With all their light, capricious roll of changes, 


Are arts too vulgar to be tried on me. 
« Tt would become me better to reſume |. 
« The empire of my will.” Rather than fall 
Beneath myſelf, I muſt, how dear ſoe er 
It coſts me, riſe— till I look down on Zara | 
Away but mark me——theſe ſeraglio doors, 
Againſt all Chriſtians be they henceforth ſhut, _ 
ny as the dark retreats of ſilent death- $91 

[Exit Oraſmin. 
What hav I . juſt Heay' a! * rage to move, 


That thou ſhouldſt fink me down, ſo low to love? 
Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
ZARA, SELIMA. 
| Selima. | 


An, Madam! how at once I grieve your fate, 
And how admire your virtue Heaven permits, 
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And Heaven will give you irength, to bear misfor- 


tune; . 

Jo break cheſe chains, To ſtrong and yards dear. | 
Zur. Oh, that could ſupport the fatal Nruggle! 
Hel. I' Eternal aids 8 . ſees your 

will, | 

Directs your purpoſe; and rewards your ſorrows. 
Zar. Never We Vreteh more worn to hope he 

. 

Sel. Irs the” you here no more « behold yur fa- 

eee 
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Who can reſtore that father do his daughter. 

Zar. But I have planted pain in Ofman's'bofom ; 
He loves me, even to death ! and 1 reward him 
With angaith and deſpair —How baſe! how cruel ! 
But T deferv'd him not; I ſhould have been 
Tov happy, and the hand of Heav'n repell'd me. 
Fel. What! will you then regret the glorious loſs, 
And hazard thus a vict ry bravely won? 

Zar. Inhuman vict ryi—— thou doſt not know 
This love ſo pew'rful, this ſole joy of life, 20 
This firſt, beſt hope of earthly happineſs, 

Is yet leſs pow*rful in my fieart than Heaven! 
To him who made that heart I offer it ; 
There, there, I ſacrifice my bleeding paſſion ; 
I pour before him ev'ry guilty tear ; 

I beg him to efface the fond impreſſion, | 

And fill with his own image all my ſoul : 

But, while I weep and ſigh, repent and pray, 

Remembrance brings the obje& of my love, 

And ev'ry light illuſion floats before him. 
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I ſee, I hear him, and again he charms ! 
Fills my glad foul, and ſhines 'twixt me and Heav'n! 
Oh, all ye royal anceſtors ! Oh, father 
Mother! You Chriſtians, and the Chriſtians? God! 
You who deprive me of this gen'rous lover! 
If you permit me not to hve for him, 
Let me not live at all, and I am bleſs'd : 
« Let me die innocent ; let his dear hand 
“ Cloſe the fad eyes of her he Roop'd to lore, - 
“And 1 acquit my fate, and aſk no more. 40 
« But he forgives me not regardleſs now, 
Whether, or how I live, or when I die. 
« He quits me, ſcorns me and I yet live on, 
“And talk of death as diſtant.” —— 

Sz]. Ah! deſpair not; 
Truſt your eternal helper, and be happy. 

Zar. Why———-what has Oſman done, 4 he tos 

ſhould not? 


Has Heaven fo nobly formal! his heart to hate it ? 


Gen'rous and juſt, beneficent and brave, 
Were he but/Chriſtian———What can man be more? 
I with, methinks, this rev'rend prieft was come 
To free me from theſe doubts, which ſhake my ſoul : 
Yet know not why 1 ſhould not dare to hope, 
That Heav'n, whoſe mercy all confeſs and feel, 
Will pardon and approve th' alliance wiſh'd : 
Perhaps it ſeats me on the throne of Syria, 
To tax my power for theſe good Chriſtians' comfort. 
Thou know'ſ the mighty Saladine, who firſt 
Conquer'd this empire from my father's race, 

_— 
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Who, like my Oſman charm'd th' admiring world, 
Drew breath, tho? Syrian, from a Chriſtian mother, 
Sel. What mean you, Ty Ah! you do not 
„ Jeu 3.7, | 
Zar. Yes, yes! ſee it al; 1 am not blind „ 
I ſee my country and my race condemn me; 
I ſee, that ſpite of all, I ſtill love Oſman. 
What if I now go throw me at his feet, 
And tell him there ſincerely what I am? 
Se]. Conſider that might coſt your brother's life, 
Expoſe the Chriſtians, and betray you all. 
Zar. You do not know the noble heart of Oſman, 
Sel. I know him the protector of a faith, 
Sworn enemy to ours; — The more he loves, 
The leſs will he permit you to profeſs 
Opinions which he hates: to-night the prieſt, 
In private introduc'd, attends you here; 
You promis'd him admiſhon—— 
Zar. Would I had not! 
I promis'd, too, to keep this fatal ſecret ; 
My father's urg'd command requir'd it of me ; 
IT muſt obey, all dangerous as it is; 80 
Compell'd to ſilence, Oſman is enrag'd, - 
| Suſpicion follows, and I loſe his love. 


Enter Os MAx. 


Qn. Madam ! there was a time when my charm'd 
heart | 

Made it a virtue to be loſt in love; 

When, without bluſhing, I indulg'd my flame, 

And every day ftill made you dearer to me. 
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Lou taught me, madam, to believe my love 


Rewarded and return'd—nor was that hope, 

Methinks, too bold for reaſon. Emperors 

Who chooſe to ſigh devoted at the feet 

Of beauties, whom the world conceive their ſlaves, 

Have fortune's claim, at leaſt, to ſure ſucceſs : 

But *twere prophane to think of power in love. 

Dear as my paſhon makes you, I decline 

Poſſeſhon of her charms, whoſe heart's another's. 

You will not find me a weak, jealous loyer, 

By coarſe reproaches, giving pain to you, 

And ſhaming my own greatneſs—wounded deeply, 

Yet m—_— and diſdaining low complaint, 

I come to tell you 100 
Zar. Give my trembling heart 


Oſm. ©. That unwilling coldneſs 
c Is the juſt prize of your capricious lightneſs; 
e Your ready arts may ſpare the fruitleſs pains. 
6 Of colouring deceit with fair pretences 
J would not wiſh to hear your ſlight excuſes : 
& I cheriſh ignorance, to ſave my bluſſies.“ 
Oſman in every trial ſhall remember | 
That he is emperor. Whate'er I ſuffer, 
Tis due to honour that I give up you, 
And to my injur'd boſom take deſpair, 
Rather than ſhamefully poſſeſs you ſighing, 
Convinc'd thoſe ſighs were never meant for me— 
Go, madam—you are free—from Oſman's pow'r— 
Expect no wrongs, but ſee his face no more. ; 
Zar. Atlaſt, *tis come—the fear'd, the wuchtig 
moment 
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Is come asd I am cars'd by earth and heaven! 
[Throws herſelf on the ground. 
Tf it is true that I am low d no more—— 120 
If you — 
On. It is too true, my fame cer it; 
It is too true, that T unwilling leave you: 
That I at once tenounce you and adore 
Zara! — you weep ! ; 5 
Zar. If T am doom'd to loſe you, 
If I muſt wander o'er an empty world, 
Unloving and unlo vd Oh! yet, do juſtice 
To the afflicted do not wrong me doubly : 
Paniſh me, if tis needful to your peace, 
But ſay not, I deſery'd if—** This, at leaſt, 
« Believe for not the greatneſs of your ſoul 
« Is truth more pure and ſacfed no regret 
« Can touch my bleeditig heart, for I have loſt 
The rank of her you raiſe to ſliare your throne. 
% know I never ought to have been there 
« My fate and my defects require J loſe you.” 
But ah! my heart was never known to Oſman, 
May Heav'n that putriſhes for ever hate me, 
If I regret the loſs of aught but you. | 
Oſm. Riſe s riſe, this means not love? 140 
« Zar. Strike — Strike me, Heaven!“ 
Oſm. What! is it love to force yourſelf to wound 
The heart you wiſh to gladden? But I find 
Lovers leaſt know themſelves; for I beliey'd, 
That 1 had taken back the power I gave you; 
Yet ſee you did but weep, and have reſum'd me! 
Proud as I am II moſt confeſs, one wiſh 
Evades my power the bleſſing to forget you. 
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Zara—thy tears were form'd to wo" diſdain, 
That ſoftneſs can diſarm it. Tis decreed. 

I muſt for ever love but from what cauſe, 

If thy conſenting heart partakes my fires, 

Art thou reluctant to a bleſſing meant me ? 

Speak! “Is it levity——or, is it fear? 
Fear of a power that, but for bleſſing thee, 
“Had, without joy, been painful.“ Is it artifice ? 
Oh! ſpare the needleſs pains Art was not made 


For Zara. Art, however innocent, 


Looks like deceiving I abhorr'd it ever. 
Zar. Alas] I have uo art; not even enough 169 
To hide this love, and this diſtreſs you give me. 
O/m. New riddles ! Speak with n to 1 
a: | 
What canſt thou mean? 
Zar. I have no power ta ſpeak it. 
O/m. Is it ſome ſecret dangerous to my hate ? 
Is it ſome Chriſtian plot grown ripe againſt me ? 
Zar. Lives there 2 wretch fo vile as to betray 
- you! | | 
Oſman is bleſs'd beyond the reach of fear: 
Fears and misfortunes threaten only Zara. 
On. Why threaten Zara? 


Zar. Permit me, at your feet, 
Thus trembling, to beſeech a favour from y vou. 


Ofm. A favour ! Oh, you guide the will, of Oſman. - 


Zar. Ah! would to Heav'n our duties were 


united, 
« Firm as our thoughts and wiſhes!* But this day; 


But this one ſad, unhappy day, permit me, 


Alone, and far divided from your eye, 


_ 2 Ä 
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To cover my diſtreſs, leſt you, too tender, 


Should ſee and ſhare it with me from to-morrow, 


I will not have a thought conceaPd from you. 180 
« Ofm. What ſtran ge diſquer, from what ſtran ger 
cauſe 


« Zar. If I am W bleſs'd with Ofman's love, 
« He will not then refuſe this humble prayer.” 

Ofm. If it muſt be, it muſt.—Be pleas'd, my will 
Takes purpoſe from your wiſhes ; and conſent 
Depends not on my choice, but your decree : 

Go but remember how he loves, who thus 
Finds a delight in pain, becauſe you give it. 
Zar. It gives me more than pain to make you 
feel it. . 

On. And——can you, Zara, 8 me? 

Zar. Alas! my lord! [Exit Zara, 

Nun. [Alone] It ound be 7 ile too 03 

to fly me! 
Too ſoon, as yet, to wrong my Wy "YN 
The more I think, the leſs I can conceive, 
What hidden cauſe ſhould raiſe ſuch ſtrange defpair 
Now, when her hopes have wings, and every wiſh 
Is courted to be lively When I love, 
And joy and empire preſs her to their boſom ; _ 


„When not alone belov'd, but ev'n a lover: 199 


« Profeſſing and accepting; bleſs'd and bleſſing; 
To ſee her eyes, through tears, ſhine myſtic love! 
« ?Tis madneſs! and 1 were unworthy power, 
To ſuffer longer the capricious inſult P? 

Yet, was I blameleſs ?-No—T was too raſh z 

I have felt jealouſy, and ſpoke it to her; 


1 have diſtruſted her and ſtill ſhe loves: 


80 
er 


“Nature's plain power of charming dwells about her, 


VUnnotic' d to deliver it. 
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Gen'rous atonement that! © and''tis my duty. 

To expiate, by a length of ſoft indulgence, 

« The tranſports of a rage, which ſtill was love. 

“ Henceforth, I never will ſuſpect her falſe; 


And innocence gives force to ev'ry word. 

& owe full confidence to all ſhe looks, 

« For in her eye ſhines truth, and ev'ry beam 

« Shoots confirmation round her.” —I remark'd, 
Ev'n while ſhe wept, her ſoul a thouſand times 
Sprung to her lips, and long'd to leap to mine, 
With honeſt, ardent utt'rance of her love. 
Who can poſſeſs a heart ſo low, ſo baſe, 
To look ſuch tenderneſs, and yet have none? 220 


Enter MELI DOOR with Or asmin. 


Mel. This letter, great diſpoſer of the world! 
Addreſs'd to Zara, and in private brought, 
Your faithful guards this moment intercepted, 


And humbly offer to your ſovereign eye. 
m. Come nearer, give it me.—To Zara !—Rife. 


Bring it with ſpeed Shame on your flattering 
difſtance- 


Adonis and ſnatching the litter. 
Be honeſt—and approach me like a ſubje& 
Who ſerves the prince, yet not forgets the man. 
Mel. One of the Chriſtian ſlaves, whom late your 


bounty 
Releas'd from bondage, fought with heedful guile, 
Diſcover'd 


He waits, in chains, his doom from your decree, 
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n. Leave me! I tremble, as if ſomething fatal 
Were meant me from this letter—ſhould I read it? 
Oraſ. Who knows but it contains ſome happy truth 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart? 
/n. Be it as twill—it ſhall be read my hands 
Have apprehenſion that out-reaches mine 
« Why ſhould they tremble thus? “tis done— 
and now, [Opens the letter. 
Fate; be Wy call enen mark — 240 


© There is a ſecret paſſage tow'rd the moſque; 

That way you might eſcape j and unperceiv'd, 
Fly your obſervers, and Falk) our hope; # 

\ Db the danger, and depend on me, 

© Who wait you, but to die if you deceive.” 


Hell! tortures ! death! and woman I What, 
Oraſmin ! 
Are we awake? Heardft thou? Can this be Zara? 
Oraſ. Would I had loſt all ſenſe— for what J 
heard 
Has cover'd my afflicted heart with horror. 
Oſin. Thou ſeeſt how I am treated ! 
Oraſ. Monſtrous trealon ! 
To an affront like this you cannot muſt not 
| Remain inſenfible—— You, who but now, 
From the moſt ſlight ſuſpicion, felt ſuch pain, 
Muſt, in the horror of ſo black a guilt, 
Find an effectual cure, and baniſh love. 
Oſm. Seek her this inſtant—yo, Oraſmin, fly—- 
Shew her this letter—bid her read and tremble : 
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Then, in the riſing horrors of ber guilt, 


Stab her unfaithful breaſt, and let her die. 260 
Say, while thou ſtrik'ſt Stay, ſtay, return and 
pity me; E 

&« I will think firſt a moment Let that Chriſtian | 

« Be ſtrait confronted with her—Stay—T will, 

« I will—T know not what! Would I were 

dead | | 

Would I had dy'd, unconſcious of this ſhame! 
Oraſ. Never did prince receive ſo bold a wrong, 
in. See here detected this infernal ſecret ! 


This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 


Miſtook for marks of tenderneſs and pain! 
Why! what a reach has woman to deceive ! 
Under how fine a veil of grief and fear 
Did ſhe propoſe retirement *till to-morrow ! 
And I, blind dotard ! gave the fool's conſent, 
Sooth'd her, and ſuffer'd her to go! — She parted, 
Diſſolv'd in tears; and parted to betray me 

% Oraſ. Reflection ſerves but to confirm her guilt. 
« At length reſume yourſelf ; awaken thought; 
« Afert your greatneſs ; and reſolve like Oſman. 

« Om, Nereſtan, too Was this the boaſted ho- 

nour 

1 Of that proud Chriſtian, whom Jeruſalem 280 
© Grew loud in praiſing ! whole half envy'd virtue 
« I wonder'dat myſelf; and felt diſdain | 
« To be but equal to a Chriſtian's greatnels ! 


And does he thank me thus; baſe infidel ! 


«© Honeſt, pretending, pious, praying villain ? 
Vet Zara is a thouſand times more baſe, 
„More hypocrite, than he? A ſlave! a wretch! 


: 


4 


68 ZARA. AcTIV. 
« So low, ſo loft, that even the vileſt labours, 
& Tn which he lay condemn'd, could never fink him 
Beneath his native infamy —— Did ſhe not know 
% What I have done, what ſuffer*d—for her ſake ?” 
Oraf. Could you, my 2 22 lord! forgive my 
cal, 
Vou would | 
Oſm. I know it—thou art right—TII ſee her— 
I'll tax her in thy preſence ;—V1! upbraid her 
I'll let her learn Go find, and bring her to me. 
15 Oraf. Alas, my lord! diſorder'd as you are, 
&« What can you wiſh to ſay ? 
6 Ofm. I know not, now 


«© But I reſolve to ſee her—left ſhe think zoo 
«© Her falſehood has, perhaps, the power to grieve 
me. 
Oraf. Believe me, fir, your threat*nings, your 
complaints, 


What wil they all produce, but Zara's tears 

To quench this fancy'd anger! Your loſt heart, 

Seduc'd againſt itſelf, will ſearch but reaſons 

To juſtify the guilt, which gives it pain : 

Rather conceal from Zara this diſcovery ; 

And let ſome truſty ſlave convey the letter, 

Reclos'd to her own hand—then ſhall you learn, 

Spite of her frauds, diſguiſe, and artifice, 

The firmneſs, or abaſement of her ſoul. | 
Oſm. Thy counſel charms me! Well about it 

now. WO 
„ Twill be ſome recompence, at leaſt, to ſee 
6 „Her bluſhes when detected. 
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66 Oraſ. Oh, my lord! 
“I doubt you in the trial for your heart.—— 
* n. Diſtruſt me n love, indeed, is 
weak, | 
« But honour and diſdain more ſtrong than Zara.” 
Here, take this fatal letter—chuſe a ſlave 


Whom yet ſhe never ſaw, and who retains 320 
His tried 2 
[Exit Oraſmin. 


Now, whither ſhall I turn my eyes and ſteps, 
The ſureſt way to ſhun her: and give time 
For this diſcovering trial ?=— Heay*n ! ſhe's here! 


Enter LARA. 


So, Madam ! fortune will befriend my cauſe, 
And free me from your fetters.—You are met 
Moſt aptly, to diſpel a new-ris'n doubt, 
That claims the fineſt of your arts to gloſs it. 
Unhappy each by other, it is time 

To end our mutual pain, that both may reſt : 
You want not geveroſity, but love; 

My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne, 

My favours, cares, reſpect, and tenderneſs, 
Tonching your gratitude, provok'd regard; 
*Till, by a length of benefits beſieg'd, 

Your heart ſubmitted, and you thought *twas love : 
But you deceiv'd yourſelf and injur'd me. 


There is, I'm told, an object more deſerving 


Your love than Oſman -I would know his name : 
Be juſt, nor trifle with my anger: tell me 340 
Now, while expiring pity ſtruggles faint; 
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While I have yet, perhaps, the pow'r to pardon : 

Give up the bold invader of my claim, 

And let him die to ſave thee. Thou art known ; 

Think and reſolve—While I yet ſpeak, renounce 

him; 8 

While yet the thunder colls ſuſpended, ſtay it; 

Let thy voice charm me, and recall my ſoul, 

That turns averſe, and dwells no more on Zara. 
Zar. Can it be Oſman ſpeaks, and ſpeaks to Zara? 

Learn, cruel? learn, that this afflicted heart, 

This heart which Heav'n — to prove by tor 

tures, 

Did it not love, has 18 and power to ſhun you. 

Alas! you will not know me ! What have I 

To fear, but that unhappy love you queſtion ? 

* That love which only could outweigh the ſhame 

« I feel, while I deſcend to weep my wrongs.” 

I know not whether Heav'n, that frowns upon me, 

Has deftin'd my unhappy days for yours; 

But, be my fate or bleſs'd or curs'd, I ſwear 

By honour, dearer ev'n than life or love, 360 

Could Zara be but miſtreſs of herſelf, 

She would, with cold regard, look down on kings, 

And, you alone excepted, fly em all. 

« Would you learn more, and open all my heart ? 

“ Know then, that, ſpite of this renew'd injuſtice, 

J do not—cannot wiſh to love you leſs : 

« 'That, long before you look'd fo low as Zara 

She gave her heart to Oſman; yours, before 

“ Your benefits had bought her, or your eye 

Had thrown diſtinction round her; never had, 

Nor ever will acknowledge other lover: 
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And to this ſacred truth, atteſting Heaven, 
J call thy dreadful notice! If my heart 
Deſerves reproach, tis for, but not from Oſman. 
Oſm. * What! does ſhe yet n to ſwear ſin- 
cerity 1” 
Oh, boldneſs of unbluſhing perjury ! 
Had I not ſeen z had I not read ſuch proof 
Of her light falſhood as extinguiſh'd doubt, 
I could not be a man, and not believe her. 
Zar. Alas, my lord ! what cruel fears have ſeiz'd 
you? 380 
What harſh, myſterious words were thoſe I heard? 
Ofm. What fears ſhould Oſman feel, ſince Zara 
loves him ? | 
Zar. I cannot live and anſwer to your voice 
In that reproachful tone; your angry eye 
Trembles with fury while you talk of love. 
Oſm. Since Zara loves him! 
Zar. Is it poſſible 


Oſman ſhould diſbelieve it Again, again 


Your late-repented violence returng— 


Alas! what killing frowns you dart againſt me ! 


Can it be kind ? Can it be juſt to doubt me ? 
nn. No! I can doubt no longer---You may retire. 
[ Exit Zara. 


Re-enter ORASs MIN. 


Oraſmin, ſhe's perfidious, even beyond 


Her ſex's undiſcover'd power of ſeeming; 
She's at the topmoſt point of ſhamelels artifice; 


Os An empreſs at deceiving ! Soft and eaſy, 
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“ Deſtroying like a plague, in calm tranquility: 

& She's innocent ſhe ſwears---ſo is the fire ; 

It ſhines in harmleſs diſtance, bright and pleaſing, 
& Conſuming nothing till it firſt embraces.” 0 400 
Say; haſt thou choſen a ſlave ?---Is he inſtructed? 


Haſte to detect her vileneſs and my wrongs. 


Oraſ. Functual IT have mend your whole com- 


mand : 

But have you arm'd, my wad, your injur'd heart, 

With coldneſs and indifference ! Can you hear, 

All painleſs and unmoy'd the falſe one's ſhame ? 
Om. Oraſmin, I adore her more than ever. 
Oraſ. My lord! my emperor ! forbid it, Heaven! 
 Ofm. I have diſcern'd a gleam of diſtant hope; 

66 'This hateful Chriſtian, the light growth of France, 

« Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, raſh, 


_ « Has miſconceiv'd ſome charitable glance, 


& And judg'd it love in Zara: he alone, 

« 'Then, has offended me. Is it her fault, 

If thoſe ſhe charms are indiſcreet and daring ? 

% Zara, perhaps, expected not this letter; 

% And I, with raſhneſs groundleſs as its writer's, 

Took fire at my own fancy, and have wrong'd 
Fs "a | 

Now hear me with attention---Soon as night 

Has thrown her welcome ſhadows o'er the palace ; 

When this Nereſtan, this ungrateful Chriſtian, 421 

Shall lurk in expectation near our walls, 

Be watchful that our guards ſurprize and ſeize him ; 


Then, bound in fetters and o 'erwhelm'd wil | 


ſhame, 
Conduct the daring traitor to my preſence ;--- 


8 
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But, above all, be ſure you hurt not Zara; 

Mindful to what fupreme exceſs I love. [Exit Oraſ. 
On this laſt trial all my hopes depend; 

Prophet, for once thy kind aſſiſtance lend, 

Diſpel the doubts that rack my anxious breaſt, 

If Zara's OG wy" Oſman's biet. £ [ Exit. 


ACT /«- SCENE L. 
— — 


ZARA and SELIMA, 


Zara. 


Soora- me no longer, with this vain defire ; 

To a recluſe like me, who dares henceforth 
Preſume admiſſion the ſeraglio's ſhut—— 
Barr'd and impaſſuble——as death to time! 

My brother ne'er muſt hope to ſee. me more 
How now ! what unknown ſlave accoſts us here? 


Enter ME110os.. 


Mel. This Aten truſted to my Hands; r receive, | 
In ſecret witneſs I am hay yours. | 
[Zara reads the letter. 
Sel. [Afide.] Thou everlaſting ruler of the world! 


Shed thy wiſh*d mercy on our hopeleſs tears; 


Redeem us from the hands of hated infidels, 
And ſave my princeſs from the breaſt of Oſman. 
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Zar. I wiſn, my friend, the comfort of your counſel, 
Sel. Retire---you ſhall be call'd wait near—Go, 


leave us. [Exit Mel. 


Zar. Read this, and tell me what 1 ought to an- 
ſwer : 
For I would gladly hear my brother's voice. 
Sel. Say rather you would hear the voice of Heav'n. 
*Tis not your brother calls you, but your God. 
Zar. I know it, nor reſiſt his awful will; 


Thou know'ft that 1 have bound my ſoul by oath ; 20 


But can I---ought I--to engage myſelf, 
My brother, and the Chriſtians, in this danger ? 
Sel. *Tis not their danger that alarms your fears ; 
Your love ſpeaks loudeſt to your ſhrinking ſoul ; 
5 I know your heart of ſtrength to hazard all, 
& But it has let in traitors, who ſurrender 
&« On poor pretence of ſafety :—Learn at leaſt, 
« To underftand the weakneſs that deceives you : 
« You tremble to offend your haughty lover, 
« Whom wrongs and outrage but endear the more ; 
« Yes—you are blind to Oſman's cruel nature, 
That Tartar's fierceneſs, that obſcures his boun- 
ties; 
This tyger, ſavage in his tendernefs, 
Courts with contempt, and threatens amidſt ſoftneſs ; 
Yet, cannot your neglected heart efface 
His fated, fix'd impreſſion 
Zar. What reproach 
Can I with juſtice make him 5 indeed, 
| Have given him cauſe to hate me. 


Was not his throne, was not his temple ready ? 40 


Did he not court his flave to be a queen, 


„ 


| — 


20 


1 


Let thy hand fave me, and thy will direct. 
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And have not I declin'd it I who ought 


To tremble, conſcious of affronted power ! 
Have not I triumph'd o'er his pride and love? 
Seen him ſubmit his own high will to mine, 
And facrifice his wiſhes to my weakneſs ? 

Sel. Talk we no more of this unhappy paſſion : 
What reſolution will your virtue take ? 

Zar. All things combine to fink me to defpair : 


From the ſeraglio death alone will free me. 


T long to fee the Chriftians' happy climes ; 
Yet in the moment, while I form that prayer, 
I figh a ſecret wiſh to languiſh here. 
How ſad a ftate is mine! my reſtleſs ſoul 
All ign'rant what to do, or what to wiſh ? 
My only perfect ſenſe is that of pain. 
Oh, guardian Heav'n ! protect my brother's life, 
For I will meet him, and fulfil his prayer: 
Then, when from Solyma's unfriendly walls, 
His abſence ſhall unbind his fiſter's tongue, 60 
Oſman ſhall learn the ſecret of my birth, 
My faith unſhaken, and my deathleſs love; 
He will approve my choice, and pity me. 
I'll ſend my brother word he may expect me. 
Call in the faithful ſlave— God of my fathers ! 
[ Exit Selima. 


Enter StLIMA and MELIDOR, 


Go——tell the Chriſtian who intruſted thee, 
That Zara's heart is fix'd, nor ſhrinks at danger; 
And that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 
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Expect, and introduce him to his wiſh. 


Away——the Sultan comes ; he muſt not find us, 
[ Exeunt Zara and Selima. 


Enter Os M Ax and Orasmin. 


Oſm. Swifter, ye hours, move on; my fury glows 
Impatient, and would puſh the wheels of time. 
How now! What meſſage doſt thou bring? Speak 

boldly— 

What anſwer gave ſhe to the letter ſent her ? 

Mel. She bluſh'd and trembl'd, and grew pale, and 

paus' d. 

Then bluſh'd, and read it; and again grew pale; 
And wept, and ſmil'd, and doubted, and reſolv'd: 
For after all this race of varied paſſions, | 
When ſhe had ſent me out, and call'd me back, 80 
Tell him (ſhe cry'd) who has intruſted thee, 
That Zara's heart is ſix d, nor ſhrinks at danger; 
And that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 


Expect, and introduce him to his wiſh. 


On. Enough—begone——I have no ear for more.— 


[To the ſlave. 


Leave me, than on, Oraſinin.— Leave me, life, 

| [To Oraſmin. 

For ev'ry mortal pet moves my . 

Leave me to my diſtraction “ I grow mad, 

And cannot bear the viſage of a friend. 

Leave me to rage, deſpair, and ſhame, and wrongs ; 

Leave me to ſeek myſelf: and ſhun mankind.” 
| [Ext Oraſmin. 

Who am I ?—Heav'n ! Who am 1? What reſolve [? 

Zara! Nereſtan ! ſound theſe words like names 
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Decreed to join Why pauſe I ?—Periſh Zara 
Would I could tear her image from my heart : 

« "Tere happier not to live at all, than live 

« Her ſcorn, the ſport of an ungrateful falſe one ! 

« And fink the ſov'reign in a woman's * » 


Re-enter 888 


Oraſmin Friend! return, I cannot bear 

This abſence from thy reaſon : *twas unkind, 100 
Twas cruel to obey me, thus diſtreſs'd, 

And wanting pow'r to think, when 1 had loſt thee. 


How goes the hour? Has he appear'd, this rival? 
'Periſh the ſhameful ſound 


This villain Chriſtian ! 


Has he appear'd below ? 
Oraſ.” Silent and dark, 0 
Th' unbreathing world is huſh'd, as if it heard, 
And liſtened to your ſorrows. 
Om. Oh, treach*rous night! 
Thou lend'ſt thy ready veil to ev'ry treaſon, 
And teeming miſchiefs thrive beneath thy ſhade. 
„ Oraſmin, prophet, reaſon, truth, and love! 
After ſuch length of benefits, to wrong me! 
% How have I over-rated, how miſtaken, 
The merit of her beauty! Did I not 
* Forget I was a monarch ? Did 1 remember 
% 'That Zara was a ſlave :] gave up all; 
Gave up tranquility, diſtinction, pride, 
« And fell the ſhameful victim of my love ! 
44 Oraſ. Sir, Sovereign, Sultan, my Imperial 
Maſter! 120 


. 


12 


78 ZARA. Acr v. 


1 Reflect on your own greatneſs, 
The diftant provocation.” 
On. Hark | Heardſt thou nothing 2 ? 
Oraſ. My lord ! 
n. A voice, like dying groans ! 
Oraſ. I liſten, but can hear nothing. 
/n. Again!—dook ont he comes 
Oraſ. Nor tread of mortal foot —nor voice J hear: 
The ſtill ſeraglio lies, profoundly plung'd 
In death. like filence! nothing ſtirs.— The air 
Is Toft, as infant ſleep, no breathing wing 
| Steals through the ſhadows, to awaken night. | 
m. Horrors a thouſand times more dark than 
| theſe, 
Benight my ſuff'ring ſoul—— Thou doft not know 
To what excels of tenderneſs T loy'd her: 
I knew no happineſs, but what ſhe gave me, 
Nor dould have felt a mis'ry but for her! 
Pity this weakneſs—— mime are tears, Oraſmin, 


That fall not oft, nor lightly.—— 


Oraſ. Tears !——Oh, Heaven! $40 
n. The firſt which ever yet unmann'd my 
eyes! ! 
« Oh! pity Zara——pity me——Oraſmin, 


“ 'Theſe but forerun the tears of deftin'd blood.“ 
Oraſ. Oh, my unhappy lord!—1 tremble for you 
On. Do—tremble at my ſufferings, at my love; 

At my revenge too, tremble for tis due, 

And will not be deluded. 

Oraſ. Hark! I hear 

The Reps of men, along the neighb'ring will ! 
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On. Fly —ſeize him tis Nereftan! Wait no 
„ 
But drag him down to my impatient eye. 
LE. Oraſmin. 
Enter Z ANA and 82L 1814, is the dark. 
Zar. Where art thou, Selima? Give me * hand. 
ft is ſo dark, I tremble as I. bep, 
With fears and ſtartings, never felt till now! 
On. Damnation! 'tis her voice! the well-known 
found, 


That has ſo often charm*d me into baſeneſs ! 
« Oh, the perfidrous hypocrite !-—-—fhe goes 


To meet th' inviting infidel no, now,” 


[Drawing a dagger. 
Revenge, ſtand firm, and intercept his wiſhes; — 
Revenge! On whom — No matter Earth and 
Heaven ” moo 
Would blu, ſhould I forbear: now— Zara, now! 
l [ Drops the Dagger. 
1 muſt not, cannot ſtrike, the ſtarting ſteel, 
Unwilling, flies my hand, and ſhuns to wound her. 
Zar. This is the private path. come nearer, lead 
me — 
Are we not notic'd, think'ſt thou ? 
Sel, Fear not, 'madam z | 
It cannot now be long, ere we ſhall. meet him. 
On. That word has given me back my ebbing 
rage 
5 [ Kecowers the dagger. 
Zar. I walk in terror, and my heart forebodes. 
Who's there ?---Nereſtan! Is it you ?- O welcome 


41 


2 —— — 


80 ZARA. | Acer v. 
: » Oſm. {Stabbing ber.] This to thy heart——Tis 
not the traitor meets thee, | 


*Tis the betray'd—who writes it in thy blood: . 
Zar. Oh, gracious Heaven! receive my parting 


ſoul, 
And take thy trembling f ſervant to thy mercy 


[ Dies. 
22 Soul I-chen revenge 3 each thee---I will 
now 
Haſte from this fatal . cannot leave her ! 
Whom did I ſtrike? Was this the act of love ? ? 
Swallow me, earth !---She's filent---Zara's dead 


And ſhould I live to ſee returning day, BYE. 
"Twill ſhew.. me but her blood !—ſhew me left j J0y- 
leſs, ... 


In a wide, empty 8 with nothing round me, 
But penitence and pain And yet, twas juſt :--- 
Hark Deſtiny has ſent her lover to me, 
To fill mY Vengeance, and reftore my joy. 


Enter Oragmin with NERESTAN. 


Approach, thou wretch! thou more than curs'd! come 
near | 


Thou who, in gratitude for freedom gain'd, 


Haſt giv'n me miſeries beyond thy own Z 
Tn heart of hero with a traitor's ſoul ! 
“ Go—reap thy due reward, prepare to ſuffer, 
ce Whate'er inventive malice can inflict, 
To make thee feel thy death, and periſh flow. 9 
Are my commands obey'd ? 
Oraſ. All is prepar'd. 


EY, Acr V. ZARA. | Ir 


Tis On. Thy wanton eyes look round, in ſearch of her 
Whoſe love, deſcending to a ſlave like thee, 
From my diſhonour'd hand receiv'd her doom. 
See ! where ſhe lies 
Ner. Oh, fatal, raſh miſtake ! ! 
n. Doſt thou behold her, ſlave ? 
Ner. Unhappy ſiſter ! 200 
Oſm. Siſter !——Didft thou ſay liſter ? ? If thou 
didſt, 
Bleſs me with deafneſs, Heaven ! 
_Nver. Tyrant! 1 did 
She was my ſiſter All that now is left thee, 
Diſpatch——From my diſtracted heart drain next 
The remnant of the royal Chriſtian blood : 
Old Luſignan, expiring in my arms, 
Sent his too wretched ſon, with his laſt bleſſing, 
To his now murder'd daughter |—— 
Would 1 had ſeen the bleeding innocent! 
I would have liy'd to ſpeak to her in death; 
Would have awaken'd in her languid heart, 
A livelier ſenſe of her abandon'd God : 
That God, who left by her, forſook her too, 
And gave the poor loft ſufferer to thy rage. 
Vn. Thy ſiſter!-Lufignan her father---Selima ! 
Can this be true ?---and have I wrong'd thee, Zara? 
Sel. Thy love was all the cloud, *twixt her and 
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HFHeav'n! 
n. Be dumb for chou art baſe, to add diſtrac- 
tion 
To my already more than Mes heart. 220 


And was thy love ſincere ?---What then remains? 


82 ZARA. 4 V. 


Ner. Why ſhould a tyrant heſitate on murder ! 
There now remains but mine, of all the blood 
Which, through thy father's cruel reign and thine, 
Has never ceas'd to ſtream on Syria's ſands. 
Reftore a wretch to his unhappy race; 
Nor hope that torments, after ſuch a ſcene, 

Can force one feeble groan to feaſt thy anger. 
I waſte my fruitleſs words in empty air 
The tyrant, o'er the bleeding wound he made, 


Hangs his unmoving eye, and heeds not me. 


Oſin. Oh, Zara! 

Oraſ. Alas, my lord, return —whither would grief 
Tranſport your gen'rous heart This Chriſtian 

dog 

' ' Ofm. Take off his fetters, and obſerve my will: 
To him, and all his friends, give inſtant * 
Pour a profuſion of the richeſt gifts 
On theſe unhappy Chriſtians; and when heap'd 


With vary'd benefits, and charg'd with riches, 


Give *em ſafe conduct to the neareſt port. 240 
Oraſ. But, Sir | 

Vn. Reply not, but obey. 

Fly—nor diſpute thy maſter's laſt 3 

Thy prince, who orders - and thy friend, who loves 

thee ! 
Go-loſe no time---farewell---begone—and thou! 
Unhappy warrior—yet leſs loſt than I— 


Haſte from our bloody land—and to thy own, 


Convey this poor, pale object of my rage. 

'Thy king, and all his Chriſtians, when they hear 
Thy miſcries, ſhall mourn em with their tears; 
But, if thou tell'ſt em mine, and telP| %em truly, 


Act V. ZARA. 83 
They who ſhall hate my crime, ſhall pity me. 
Take, too, this poniard with thee, which my hand 
Has ſtain'd with blood far dearer than my own; 
Tell 'em with this I murder d her I lov'd; 
The nobleſt and moſt virtuous among women ! 
The ſoul of innocence, and pride of truth : 
Tell em I laid my empire at her feet: 
Tell 'em I plung'd my dagger in her blood; 
Tell 'em, I ſo ador*d—-and thus reyeng'd her. 260 
| [Stabs himſelf. 

Rev'rence this hero---and conduct him ſafe. [ Diet. 

Ner. Direct me, great inſpirer of the ſoul ! 
How ſhould I act, how judge in this diſtreſs ? 
Amazing grandeur ! and deteſted rage 
Evn I, amidſt my tears, admire this foe, 


And mourn his death, who liy'd to give me woe. | 
LExeunt omnes. 


ä 


EPILOGUE. 
Cr iir — ——— ——— —————— —— 


Hex, take a ſurfeit, Sirs, of being jealous, 

And ſhun the pains that plague thoſe Turkiſh fellows : 

| Where love and death join hands, their darts confounding + 
Save us, good Heaven, from this new way of wounding. 
Curs'd climate ! where to cards a lone-left woman 

Has only one of her black guards to ſummon “ 
| Sighs, and fits mop*d, with her tame beaſt to gaze at: 
And that cold treat, is all the game ſhe plays at! 

For, ſhould ſhe once ſome abler hand be trying, 
Poniard's the word ! and the firſt deal is—dying /! 


*Shfe ! fhou'd the bloody whim get ground in Britain, 
Where woman's freedom has ſuch heights to fit n: 
Dagger, provol d, would bring on deſolation © 
And murder' d belles unpeople half the nation“ 


Fain would I hope this play, to move compaſſion 3 
And live to hunt ſuſpicion out of faſhion. | 
Four motives flrongly recommend the lover's 
Hate of this weakneſs that our ſcene diſcovers. 


Firſt then—A woman will, or on depend on't. 
If ſhe will do't, ſhe will :—and, there's an end on t. 
But, if ſhe on fince ſafe and ſound your truſt is, 
Fear is affront : and jealouſy injuſtice. 

Met, —he who bids his dear do evhat ſbe pleaſes, 
Blunts wedlock's edge; and all its torture eaſes : 
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For—not to feel your ſuſf rings, is the ſame 
As not to ſuffer :—— All the diff* rence——name. 


T hirdly——T he jealous huſband wrongs his honour ; 
No wife goes lame, without ſome hurt upon Her. 
And the malicious world will ill be gueſſing, 

Who oft dines out, diſlikes her own cooÞs dreſſing. 


Fourth and l aftly,—to concluds my lecture, 
Tf you would fix the inconſtant wife—reſpe? 25 
She who perceives her virtues over-rated, 
Will fear to have the account more juſtly lated : 
And borrowing, from her pride, the good wife's ſeeming, 
Grow really ſuch—to merit your eſteeming. 
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PROLOGUE. 


ns 


By Mr. BEARb, and Mrs. CLI vx from oppoſite entrances. 


She. & O, Sir,—you're a man of your word. 
He. bo would break it, when ſummon'dby you ? 
She. Very fine that—-but pray have you heard, 
What it is you are ſummon'd to do? 
He. Not a wvord—but expefted to ſee 
Something new in the muſical way. 
She. Why, this author has caſt you and me, 
As a Prologue, it ſeems, to his play. 
He. What then is its tuneful name, 
Robinbood of the Greenzwood tree? 
Or hat good old ballad of fame 
Has he built into tra-ge-dy ? 
She. Tho? he rails againſt ſongs, he thought fit, 
Meoft gravely to urge and implore us, 
In aid of his tragical wit, 
To ered ourſelves into a Chorus : ? [Lau ghin g 
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He. 4 Chorus ! what's that—a compoſing 
| Of groans, to the rants of his madneſs ® 
She. No—he hinders the boxes from dowing, 
23 mixing ſome ſpirit with ſadneſs. 
He. So then—'tts our taſk, I ſuppoſe, 

To ſing ſober ſenſe into reliſb. 

Strike up, at each tragical cloſe, 

And unheeded moral embelli iſh. 
She. *T was the cuſtom, you know, once in Greece, 

And if here tis not witty, tis new. 
He. Well then, when you find an adt ceaſe, 

4 [Turning to the Boxes. 
| Tremble 1 | 
She. And, gentlemen, to9—— [To the men. 

1f 1 give not the beaux good advice, [ Merrily. 
Let me dwindle to recttative ! 
He. Nor will I to the belles be more nice, 
When I catch em, but here, to receive. 
She. If there's ought to be learnt from the play, 
| TIT fhall fit in a nook, here, behind, 
Popping out in the geod ancient way, 
| Now and then, with a piece of my mind. 
He. But ſuppoſe, that no moral! ſhould riſe, 
| Worth the ears of the brave or the fair! 
She. Why, well then give the word—and adviſe 
Face about, and ſland all as ye were. 


8. 
* 


. 


AFTER THE FIRST ACT. 
Song in Duet. 


He. Tas Sultan's a bridegroom—the ſlaves are ſet 
free. | 


And none mult preſume to wear fetters but he! 


Before honey-moon, 
Love's fiddle's in tune ; 
So we think (filly ſouls !) *tis always to be: 
For the man that is blind—how ſhould he foreſee ! 
She. J hate theſe hot blades, who ſo fiercely begin; 
To baulk a rais'd hope is a cowardly fin ! 
The maid that is wiſe, let her always procure - 
Rather a grave than a ſpirited woer : 
What ſhe loſes at breakfaſt, at ſupper ſhe'll win. 
But your amorous violence never endures : 
For to dance without doors 
Is the way to be weary, before we get in. 
He. Pray how does it happen, that paſſion ſo gay, 
Blooms, fades, and falls away, 
Like the roſe of this morn, that at night muſt decay | ? 
Woman, I fear, 
| Does one thing appear, 
But is found quite another, when look'd on too near. 
She. Ah—no— 
Not —ſo— 
Tis the fault of you men, who, with flames of deſire 
Set your palates on fire, 
And dream not, that eating will appetite tire; 
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So reſolve in your heat, 
To do nothing, but eat, 
Till, alas ! on a ſudden - you ſleep o'er your meat 
Therefore, learn, O ye fair 
He. And, you lovers, take care 
She. That you truſt not before-hand 
He. That you truſt not at all. 
She. Man was born to deceive. 
He. Woman form'd to believe. 
Both. Truſt not one of us all! 
For to ſtand on ſure ground is the way not to fall. 


_— 
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AFTER THE SECOND ACT. 
—— 


Mrs. CLivx (ſola) to a flute. 
I. 


On, jealouſy ! thou bane of bleeding love? 
| Ah, how unhappy we! 
Doom'd by the partial powers above, 

Eternal ſlaves to thee ! 5 | 
Not more unſtaid than lovers' hearts the wind! 
This moment dying—and the next unkind. 
Ah! wavering, weak deſires of frail mankind 
With pleading paſhon ever to purſue, 

Yet triumph, only to undo. 


II, 
Go to the deeps, below, thou joyleſs fiend, 
And never riſe again to ſow deſpair | 


OR, INTERLUDES. 91 


Nor you, ye heedleſs fair, oecaſions lend, 
To blaſt your blooming hopes, and bring on care. 
Never conclude your innocence ſecure, 
Prudence alone makes love endure. 
[As ſbe is going off, he meets her, and pulls her back, 
detaining her, while he ſingt what follows. 
He. Ever, ever, doubt the fair in ſorrow, 
Mourning, as if they felt compaſſion : 
Yet what they weep for to-day—to-morrow, 
They'll be firſt to laugh into faſhion. 
None are betray'd, if they truſt not the charmer ; 
| Jealouſy guards the weak from falling ; 
Would you never catch—you muſt oft alarm her, 
Hearts to deceive is a woman's calling. 
 [Afeer the ſong, he lets her go, and they join in a duet. 
She. Come let us be friends, and no longer abuſe, . 
Condemn, and accuſe, 


Each other. 
He. Would you have us agree, you muſt fairly 
confeſs, 
The love we careſs, 

| We ſmother. 
She. IT am loth to think that 
He. Vet, you know, it is true; 
She. Well-—what if I do, 

No matter. 


He. Could you teach us a way to love on, without 


ſtrife ? 
She, Suit the firſt part of life 
| To the latter o 
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He. *Tis an honeſt advice; for when love i is ney 
blown, 
Gay colours are ſhown, 
Too glaring. 
She Then alas, for poor wives !—comes a ng 
day, 
And blows em away, 
Moſt ſcaring! 


— ͥ q ᷑⁊ꝓS— !. 


AFTER THE THIRD ACT. 
— 


By Mr. Bzakd alone. 


Mas: x, oh, ye beauties gay, and young, 
| Mark the painful woes and weeping, 

That from forc'd concealment ſprung, 

Puniſh the fin of ſecret-keeping. 
Tell then—nor veil a willing heart, 
| When the lover, lov'd alarms it ; 
But—to ſooth the pleaſing ſmart, 

Whiſper the glowing wiſh that warms it. 
She that would hide the gentle flame, 

Does but teach her hope to languiſh ; 
She that boldly tells her aim, 

Flies from the path that leads to . 
Not that too far your truſt ſhould go; 

All that you fay—to all diſcover ; 
All that you do but two ſhould know, 

One of 'em you, and one your lover. 
[ She meets him going . 


ew 
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OR, INTERLUDES, | 91 
She, Ah ! man, thou wert always a traitor, — 


Thou giv'ſt thy advice to betray; 
Ah! form'd for a rover by nature, | 
Thou leader of love the wrong way. 
Would women let women adviſe them, 
They could not ſo eaſily ſtray, 
Tis truſting to lovers ſupplies em 
With will and excuſe to betray. 
She's ſafe, who, in guard of her paſſion, 
: Far, far, from confeſſing her pain, 
Keeps ſilence, in ſpite of the faſhion, 
* or ſuffers her eyes to explain. 


AFTER THE FOURTH ACT. 


Duet. 


He. WI LL, what do you think—— of theſe frrows 
and joys, 
Theſe calms, and theſe whirlwinds—this ſilence and 
noiſe? OE | 
Which love, in the boſom-of man, employs ? 2 
" He, For my part, would lovers be govern'd by me, 
Not one of you women ſo wiſh'd-for ſhould be. 
Since here we a proof of your miſchief ſee. 
She. Why, what would you do to eſcape the diſtreſs? 
He, I would do- would do—by my ſoul I can't 
gueſs— 
She. Poor wretch, by my ſoul, I imagin'd no leſs. 
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Come, come—let me tell you, theſe tempeſts of love, 
Did but blow up defire, its briſkneſs to prove, 
Which elſe would—you know—too lazily move. 
Were women like logs of a make to lie ſtill, 
Men would ſleep and grow dull-—but our abſolute will 
Sets life all a whirling, like wheels in a mill. 
He. Ambition in woman, like valour in man, | 
Tempts danger— from which they'd be ſafe if they 
ran: 
And once get em in get em out how you can. 
She. Pray, what will you give me to teach you the 
trick, 4 | | 
To keep your wife pleas'd, either healthy or ſick ? 
© He. The man who hits that, ſure, muſt touch to 
the quick! EO | 
She, Learn this—and depend on a life without pain, 
Say nothing to vex her, yet let her complain | 
Submit to your fate—and diſturb not her reign: 
Be mop'd when ſhe's ſad—and be pleas'd when ſhe's 


F gay. ö 
Believe her, and truſt her and give her—her way: 
For want of this rule there's the devil to pay. 
Both. For want of this rule—there's the devil to 
: Pay» | 
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Mapau, 


Mexx it poſſible for me to let the world Inow, how 
entirely your Grace's goodneſs has devoted a poor man to 
gour ſervice : were there words enough in ſpeech to ex- 
preſs the mighty ſenſe I have of your great bounty towards 
me ; ſurely I ſhould write and talk of it for ever: but 
your Grace has given me ſo large a theme, and laid fo 
very vaſt a foundation, that Imagination wants flock to 
build upon it. I am as one dumb, when I would ſpeak of 
it: and, when I ſirive to write, I want a ſcale of 
thought ſufficient to comprehend the height of it. Forgive 
me, then, Madam, if (as a poor peaſant once made a 
preſent of an apple to an Emperor ) I bring this ſmall 
tribute, the humble growth of my little garden, and lay it 
at your feet. Believe it is paid you with the utmoſt gra- 
titude : believe, that, ſo long as ] have thought te re- 
member how very much 1 owe your very generous nature, 
J will ever have a heart that ſhall be grateful for it too. 
Your Grace, next Heaven, deſerves it amply from mee 
that gave me life, but on a hard condition, till your ex- 
tended favour taught me to prize the gift, and took the 
heavy burthen it vas clogged with from me, I mean hard 
A ij 5 
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fortune. When I had enemies, that with malicious 
* power kept back and ſbaded me from thoſe royal beams, 
whoſe warmth is all I have, or hope to live by ; your 
noble pity and compaſſion found me, where I was cafl 
backward from my bleſſing, down in the rear of fortune, 
called me up, placed me in the ſhine, and I have felt its 
comfort. You have in that reſtored me to my native 
right : for a ſteady faith, and loyalty to my Prince, was 
all the inheritance my father left me ; and, however 
hardly my ill fortune deal with me, tis what I prize ſo 
well, that I never pawn'd it yet, and hope I ſhall never 
part with it. Nature and Fortune were certainly in 
league, when you were born; and as the firſt took care 
to give you beauty enough to enſlave the hearts of all the 
world; fo the other reſolv'd to do its merit juſtice, that 
none but a monarch fit to rule the world ſhould e er poſſeſs 
it; and in it had an empire. The young prince you have 
given him, by his blooming virtues, early declares the 
mighty flock he came from e and as you have taken all 
the pious care of a dear mother, and a prudent guardian, 
to give him a noble and generous education; may it ſucceed 
according to his merits and your wiſhes : may he grow up 
to be a bulwark to his illuflrious father, and a patron to 
his loyal ſubjefs ; with wiſdom and learning to . it him, 
aubene ver called to his councils ; to defend his right againſt 
the incroachment of republicans in his ſenates 5 to cheriſh 
ſuch men as ſhall be able to vindicate the royal cauſe ; that 
good and fit ſervants to the crown may never be loſt, for 
avant of a protector. May he have courage and condud 
ft to fight his battles abroad, and terrify his rebels at 
home : and, that all theſe may be yet more ſure, may he 
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never, during the ſpring time of his years, wwhen thoſe 
growing virtues ought awith care to be cheriſhed, in order 
to their ripening, may he never meet wwith vicious natures, 
or the tongues" of faithleſs, ſordid, infipid flatterers, to 
blaſt 'em. To conclude, may he be as great as the hand 
of Fortune (with his honour ) ſhall be able to make him ; 
and may your Grace, who are ſo good a miſtreſs, and 
fo noble a patroneſs, never meet with a beſs * 
ſervant, than, 


Madam, 


Your Grace's 
Entir ely devoted Creatur, cg 
THO. OTWAY. 


THOMAS OTWAY. 


LrrrE is with any certainty known of the great 
Author of Venice PrESERVvEeD.—In the licen- 
tious days of Charles II. it is believed neither the 
virtues nor the vices of Orway were ſufficiently 


prominent to diſtinguiſh him. 


His father, Mr. Humenzey OTwar, was the 
Rector of Wolbeding in Suſſex—Tromas the poet 
was born on the 3d of March, 1651. He was firſt 
ſent to Wickeham School, and thence removed to 
Chriſt-Church, Oxford, of which he became a 


Commoner in 1669. 


On leaving the Univerſity, the hiftrionic frenzy 
poſſeſſed him---He found the bent of his mind 
led him to the Theatre, but he miſtook the part 
he was to perform there: inſtead of exciting 
emotions himſelf upon a ſtage, he was to furnith 
others with a cue for paſſion, as long as the lan- 
guage he ſpoke ſhould exiſt. He made as an 
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Actor but one attempt, and in that he is ſaid to 


have failed. 


The army and Otway had as little congenial 
between them—He ſerved in Flanders, but, ver- 
fatile and facile, he ſoon became diſgufted, and at 
length reſolved to write for the Players—How well 
he ſucceeded, is impreffed upon every heart. 


Imprudence, however, is faid to have left him 
never above want, and ſometimes, it is reported, 
had plunged him into all its ſeverities. We hear 


continually an idle reproach upon the ingratitude of 


an age which can ſuffer the indigence of Genius. 
But it ſhould be conſidered that, for the moſt part, 
ſuch dilemmas are voluntary inflictions, and that he 
has ſlender claims upon the ſympathy of men, 
whom calamity cannot make wiſe, and whom pride 
prevents from foliciting relief. 


OTway died in 1685; but, it is hoped, the 
wretched fate ſaid to have attended him is fictitious 


— Nothing, however, can with any certainty be ad- 


vanced reſpecting his end. 


Few of the Profeſſors of Literature offer ſo 
ſtriking an example as Otway of the ſublime 


vin THOMAS OTWAY. 
pre-eminence, and indiſcreet abaſement of 


Hi: Produftions are as follow :— 


Alcibiades, : Caius Marius, 
Don Carlos, Orphan, 

Titus and Bernice, Soldier's Fortune, 

Cheats of Scapin, Venice Preſerved, 


Friendſhip in Faſhion, Atheiſt. 
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VENICE PRESERVED; 
ok, 


A PLOT DISCOVERED. 


—ñ—— ——_ 
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— 


Js a play evidently the reſult of acute remark upon 
the influence of paſſion on life. The Author ſeems 
to have conſulted nature in his own mind, and unfor- 


tunately his own mind was corrupt. 


Hence his characters, except indeed Belvidera, ex- 
cite little ſympathy at their fate— The Traitor to his 


Country expires upon the wheel, and the Betrayer of 
his Friend is the /layer of himſelf. 


In the works of ſome dramatiſts, there is danger 
left Vice ſhould wear the wreath of Virtue from the 
faſcination of ſpecious qualities—it is thus in the 
School for Scandal; where the character of Charles is 
a ſeducing poiſon to our blood, —Otway's Raſcals are, 
however, ſufficiently deſpiſed PIERRE is ſunken by 
cruel ambition Ar rIER by meanneſs unmanly and 
contemptible. On the ſide of the amor patriae he is 
paralytic—he can ſupport the idea of deſtroying his 
Country, but poverty, the importunities of a wife, or 
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the reſlections of treachery to a friend, agonize him 
with compunction and hurry him to deſpair. 


Bei LVIDERA, "unhappy, "duteous, tender, and vir- 
tuous, claims our full commiſeraion, and claims it 
alone. 


um 


„ 
ir- 
it 


PROLOGUE, | 


In theſe diſtradted times, 1 each TY $6 | ' 
The bloody flratagems of buſy heads : | 
Whence we had fear'd three yearn wwe know not what, 
Till witneſſes began to die o. th rot ; 

What made our poet meddle with a plot? 

Was't that he fancy d for the very ſake 


And name of plot, his trifling play might take ? 


For there's not in't one inch- board evidence; 


But *tis, he ſays, to reaſon plain and ſenſe ; 


And that he thinks a plauſible defence. 

Mere truth by ſenſe and reaſon to be try d, 
Sure all our ſwearers might be laid afede. 

No ; of ſuch tools our author has no need, 
To male his plot, or make his play ſucceed ; 
He of Black Bills has no prodigious tales, 
Or Spaniſh pilgrims caſt aſbore in Wales : 
Here's not one murder d magiſtrate, at leaſt, 
Kept rank, like ven ſon for a city feaſt, 
Grown four days fliff, the better to prepare 
And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair. 
Yet here's an army rais'd, tho“ under ground, 
But no man ſeen, nor one commiſſion found. 


Here is a traytor too, that's very old, 


Turbulent, ſubtle, miſchievous, and bold. 
B 2 
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Bloody, revengeful, and——to crown his part, 

Loves fumbling with a bench with all his heart : 
Till, after having many changes paſt, 

In ſpite of age (thanks t heav'n) is hang d at laſt ; 
Next ts a ſenator that keeps a whore, 

{n Venice none a higher office bore, 

Lo lewdneſs ev'ry night the leacher ran; 

Shew me, all London, ſuch another man; 

Match him at Mother CreſwelÞ's, if you can. 

O Poland! Poland! had it been thy lot 

T” have heard in time of his Venetian plot, 

T hou ſurely choſen hadft one king from thence, 

And honour' d them, as thou haſt England ſince. 


—— —— — 
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 DRURY-LANE. 
Men, 
Dvuxe of VENICE - - Mr. Chaplin. 
PrIULI - - — Mr. Aickin. 
BEeDAMAR - - — - Mr. R. Palmer. 
Javriek - - - = Mr. Kemble. 
PikRRE — - - . Mr. Benſley. 
| RENAULT ö Mr. Packer. 
| ELLIOTT N 2 Mr. Fawcett, | 
| Sp1NosA : Conſpirators | | Mr. Benſon. 
| TuzoporeE Mr. Alfred, 
| : Weman. 
| Brryvioera - N Mrs. Siddons. 
1 — — — | 
| | 
COVENT-GARDEN. 
Men, | 
Dvoxx of Venice . Mr. Thompſon. 
PR UL! 0 — a Mr. Hull. 
BEDAMAR - s — Mr. Davies. 
eee as =o — Mr. Holman. 
88 8 — Mr. Harley. 
RENAULT Mr. W. Powell. 
ELTIorr E Mr. Macready. 
SPINOSA N Conſpirators 0 Mr. Cubit. 
TauzopoRE Mr. Reeves. 
Woman. 
BELVIDERA - — - Mrs. Eſten, 
—— —ͤ— eos... 


Two Women, attendants on Belvidera. 
The Council of ten. 
Officer, Guard, Friar, Executioner, and Rabble. 
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VENICE PRESERVED. 


ACT I. SCENE IL. 


[A Street in Venice. Enter Pr1uii and JAFFIBR, 


Priuli. 


No more! I'll hear no more! Begone and leave me. 


Jaf. Not hear me! By my ſuffering but you ſhall ! 
My lord, my lord! I'm not that abje& wretch 
You think me. Patience! where's the diſtance 

throws | | 
Me back ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak 
In right, tho? proud oppreſſion will not hear me? 

Pri. Have you not wrong'd me? 

af. Could my nature e'er | 
Have brook'd injuſtice, or the doing wrongs, 

I need not now thus low have bent myſelf 
To gain a hearing from a cruel father. 
Wrong'd you ! | 
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Pri. Yes, wrong'd me] In the niceſt point, 
The honour of my houſe, you've done me wrong, 
You may remember (for I now will ſpeak, 
And urge its baſeneſs) when you firſt came home 
From travel, with ſuch hopes as made you look'd 
on, | 
By all men's eyes, a youth of expectation ; 
Pleas'd with your growing virtue, I receiv'd you; 
Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your merits: 20 
My houſe, my table, nay, my fortune too, 
My very ſelf was yours ; you might have us'd me 
To your beſt ſervice ; like an open friend 
I treated, trufted you, and thought you mine: 
When, in requital of my beſt endeavours, 
You treacherouſly practis'd to undo me; 
Seduc'd the weaknefs of my age's darling, 
My only child, and ftole her from my boſom. 
Oh Belvidera ! 
Taf. Tis to me you owe her: 
Childleſs you had been elſe, and in the grave 
Your name extin& ; no more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, ſcarce five years are paſt, 
Since in your brigantine you ſail'd to ſee 
The Adriatick wedded by our Duke; 
And I was with you : your unſkilful pilot 
Daſh'd us upon a rock ; when to your boat 
You made for ſafety : enter'd firſt your ſelf ; 
Th' affrighted Belvidera following next, 
As ſhe ſtood trembling on the veſſePs fide, 
Was, by a wave, waſh'd off into the deep ; 
When inſtantly I plung'd into the ſea, 
And buffeting the billows to her reſcue, 
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Redeem'd her life with half the loſs of mine. 
Like a rich conqueſt, in one hand I bore her, 
And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy waves, 
That throng'd and preſs'd to rob me of my prize. 
I brought her, gave her to your deſpairing arms: 
Indeed you thank'd me; but a nobler gratitude 
Roſe in her ſoul : for from that hour ſhe loy*d me, 
Till for her life ſhe paid me with herſelf. 
Fri. You ſtole her from me; like a thief you ſtole 
her, 
At dead of night ! that curſed hour you choſe 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 
May all your joys in her prove falſe, like mine; 
A ſterile fortune, and a barren bed, 
Attend you both ; continual diſcord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous : ſtill 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
Opprefs and grind you; till at laſt you-find 60 


The curfe of diſobedience all your portion. 


Faf. Half of your curſe you have beſtow'd in 
vain ; 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful loves 
With a young boy, ſweet as his mother's beauty: 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandſire, 
And happier than his father. 
Pri. Rather live 
To bait thee for his bread, and dia your ears 
With hungry cries ; whilſt his unhappy mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. 


of. Youtalk as if *twould pleaſe you. 
B 3 
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Pri. Twould, by heav'n! 
„Once ſhe was dear indeed; the drops that fell 
% From my fad heart, when ſhe forgot her duty, 
«« The fountain of my life was not To precious 
«© But ſhe is gone, and, if lama man, 
“ will forget her.“ 
Faf. Would I were in my grave! ! 
Pri. And ſhe too with thee : 
For, living here, you're but my curs'd remembran- 
cers. | 80 


T once was happy. 


Jaf. You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my ſoul 
Is fond of Belvidera. You perceive 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 
Oh! could my foul ever have known ſatiety ; 
Were I that thief, the doer of ſuch wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might ſend her back to you with contumely, 
And court my fortune where ſhe would be kinder ? 
Pri. You dare not do't. | X 
Faf. Indeed, my Lord, I dare not. 
My heart, that awes me, is too much my maſter : 
Three years are paſt, ſince firſt our vows were plighted, 
During which time, the world muſt bear me witneſs, 
P ve treated Belvidera like your daughter, 
The daughter of a ſenator of Venice: 
Diſtinction, place, attendance, and obſervance, 
Due to her birth, ſhe always has commanded. 
Out of my little fortune I've done this; 
Becauſe (tho' hopeleſs e' er to win your nature) 
The world might ſee I lov'd her for herſelf; 
Not as the heireſs of the great Priuli. 


I. 
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Pri, No more. 

Faf. Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a wretch, that lives on common charity, 
But's happier than me: for I have known | 


The luſcious ſweets of plenty; every night 


Have ſlept with ſoft content about my head, 


And never wak'd, but to a joyful morning: 


Yet now muſt fall, like a full ear of corn, 
Whoſe bloſſom 'ſcap'd, yet's wither'd in the 
| ripening. 
Fri. Home, and be humble; A to retrench; 
Diſcharge the lazy vermin of thy hall, 
Thoſe pageants of thy folly: 


Reduce the glitt*ring trappings of thy wife 


To humble weeds, fit for thy little ſtate : 


Then, to ſome ſuburb cottage both retire ; 


Drudge to feed loathſome life; get brats and ſtarve— 

Home, home, I ſay.— [Exit. 
Faf. Yes, if my heart would let me 

This proud, this ſwelling heart : home I would go, 

But that my doors are hateful to my eyes, 

Fill'd and damm'd up with gaping creditors. 

« Watchful as fowlers when their game will ſpring.” 

I've now not fifty ducats in the world, 

Yet ſtill I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin, 

Oh! Belvidera! Oh! ſhe is my wife 

And we will bear our wayward fate together, 

But ne'er know comfort more. 


— 
— ORR 
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Enter P1ERRE. 


Ner. My friend, good morrow. 
How fares the honeſt partner of my heart? 
What, melancholy ! not a word to ſpare me ? 
af. I'm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd ftary- 
ing quality, 
Call'd honeſty, got footing in the world. | 
Pier. Why, powerful villany firſt ſet it up, 
For its own eaſe and ſafety. Honeſt men 
Are the ſoft eaſy cuſhions on which knaves 
Repoſe and fatten. Were all mankind villains, 
"They'd ſtarve each other; lawyers would want prac- 
tice, 
'Cut-throats rewards: each man would kill his 
brother | | 
Himſelf; none would be paid or hang'd for murder. 
Honeſty ! *twas a cheat invented firſt 142 
To bind the hands of bold deſerving rogues, 
That fools and cowards might fit ſafe in power, 
And lord it uncontroul'd above their betters. 
Faf. Then honeſty is but a notion? 
Pier. Nothing elle ; 
Like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to moſt, too, has leaſt ſhare in't. 
*Tis a ragged virtue: Honeſty ! no more on't. 
Faf. Sure thou art honeſt ? 
Pier. So, indeed, men think me ; 
But they are miſtaken, Jather : I am a rogue 
As well as they ; 
A fine, gay, bold-fac'd villain as thou ſeeſt me. 
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'Tis true, I pay my debts, when they're contracted; 
I ſteal from no man ; would not cut a throat 
To gain admiſſion to a great man's purſe, 
Or a whore's bed; I'd not betray my friend 
To get his place or fortune; I ſcorn to flatter 160 
A blown-up fool above me, or cruſh the wretch be- 
neath me; | 

Yet, Jaffier, for all this I am a villain. 

Faff. A villain ! 

Pier. Yes, a moſt notorious villain ; 
To ſee the ſufferings of my fellow-creatures, 
And own myſelf a man : to ſee our ſenators 
Cheat the deluded people with a ſhew 
Of liberty, which yet they ne'er muſt tafte of. 
They ſay, by them our hands are free from fetters ; 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt bonds; 
Bring whom they pleaſe to infamy and ſorrow ; 
Drive us, like wrecks, down the rough tide of power, 
Whilſt no hold's left to ſave us from deſtruction. 
All that bear this are villains, and I one, 
Not to rouſe up at the great call of nature, 
And check the growth of theſe domeſtic ſpoilers, 
That make us ſlaves, and tell us, *tis our charter. 

Jaf. Oh, Aquilina ! Friend to loſe ſuch beauty. 
“The deareſt purchaſe of thy noble labours ! | 
„She was thy right by conqueſt, as by love. 180 

Pier. Oh! Jather! I had ſo fix'd my heart 

upon her, 
That, whereſoc'er I fram'd a ſcheme of life, 
« For time to come, ſhe was my only joy, 
«© With which I wiſh'd to ſweeten future cares : 
] fancy'd pleaſures ; none but one that loves 


» 


| 
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« And doats as I did, can imagine like em: 
* When in th? extremity of all theſe hopes, 
&« In the moſt charming hour of expectation, 
&« 'Then, when our eager wiſhes ſoar'd the higheſt, 
< Ready to ſtoop and graſp the lovely game, 
e A haggard owl, a worthleſs kite of prey, | 
With his foul wings, ſail'd in, and ſpoiPd my quarry, 
Faf. I know the wretch, and ſcorn him as thou 
_ hat'ſt him. 
Pier. Curſe on the common n good that's ſo pro- 
tected, 
« Where every ſlave, that 3 up wealth enough 
« 'To do much wrong, becomes the lord of right! 
& T, who believ'd no ill could e'er come near me, 
« Found in th* embraces of my Aquilina 
A wretched, old, but itching ſenator ; 
&« A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title; 200 
« A rogue that uſes beauty like a lamb-{{din, 
10 Barely to keep him warm; that filthy cuckoo too 
« Was, in my abſence, crept into my neſt, 
And ſpoiling all my brood of noble pleaſure. 
Faf. © Didft thou nor chaſe him thence ? 
Pier. I did, and drove 
« The rank old bearded Hirco ſtinking home. 
„ The matter was complain'd of in the ſenate, 
I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 
« For violating ſomething they call'd privilege 
« This was the recompence of all my ſervice. 
Would I'd been rather beaten by a coward ! 
A ſoldier's miſtreſs, Jaffier, is his religion; 
„When that's profan'd, all other ties are broken: 
* Thar even diſſolves all former bonds of ſervice; 
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« And from that hour T think myſelf as free 
6 To be the foe, as e' er the friend of Venice 


« Nay, dear revenge, hene er thou call'ſt I'm 


ready.“ 

Ja,. T think no ſafety can be here for virtue, 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 220 
In ſuch a wretched ſtate as this of Venice, 
Where all agree to ſpoil the public good; 
And villains fatten with the brave man's labours. 

Pier. We've neither ſafety, unity, nor peace, 
For the foundation's loſt of common good; 


Juſtice is lame, as well as blind, amongſt us; 


The laws (corrupted to their ends that make em) 
Serve but for inſtruments of ſome new tyranny, 
That ev*ry day ſtarts up, t' enſlave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious cauſe but find out friends 
To do it right, Oh, Jaffier ! then might'ſt thou 

Not wear theſe ſeals of woe upon thy face ; 

The proud Priuli ſhould be taught humanity, 

And learn to value ſuch a a ſon as thou art. 

I dare not ſpeak, but my heart bleeds this moment. 


Zaf. Curs'd be the cauſe, tho? I thy friend be part 


on't : 
Let me partake the troubles of thy e 
For I am us'd to mis'ry, and perhaps 
May find a way to ſweeten 't to thy ſpirit. 
Pier. Too ſoon *twill reach thy knowledge—— 


Faf. Then from thee | 241 


Let it proceed. There's virtue in thy friendſhip, 


Would make the ſaddeſt tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 


Strengthen my conſtancy, and welcome ruin. 
Fier. Then thou art ruin'd ! 
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Jaf. That I long ſince knew; 

I and ill fortune have been long acquainted. 

Pier, I paſs'd this very moment by thy doors, 
And found them guarded by a troop of villains ; 
The ſons of public rapine were deftroying. 

They told me, by the ſentence of the law, 

They had commiſſion to ſeize all thy fortune: 
Nay, more, Priuli's cruel hand had fign'd it. 
Here ſtood a ruffian with a horrid face, 
Lording it o'er a pile of maſſy plate, 

Tumbled into a heap for public ſale; 

There was another making villanous jeſts 

At thy undoing : he had ta' en poſſeſſion 

Of all thy ancient, moſt domeſtic ornaments, 
Rich hangings intermix'd and wrought with gold ; 
The very bed, which on thy wedding-night 
Receiv'd thee to the arms of Belvidera, 

The ſcene of all thy joys was violated 

By the coarſe hands of filthy dungeon villains, 
And thrown amongſt the common lumber. | 

Jai. Now thank heaven 

Fier. Thank heaven! for what? 

Faf. That Pm not worth a ducat. 

Pier. Curſe thy dull ſtars, and the worſe fate of 

Venice, 
Where brothers, friends, and fathers, all are falſe ; ; 
Where there's no truth, no truſt; where innocence 
Stoops under vile oppreſſion, and ws lords it. 
Hadſt thou but ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 
Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch 
That's * to 3 came weeping | forth, 


AcTI VENICE PRESERVED. 25 


« Shining thro? tears, like April-ſuns in ſhowers, | 

&« That labour to oꝰercome the cloud that loads em; 

Whilſt two young virgins, on whoſe arms ſhe lean'd, 

Kindly look'd up, and at her grief grew ſad, 

As if they catch'd the ſorrows that fell from her; 280 

Ev'n the lewd rabble, that were gather'd round - 

To ſee the fight, ſtood mute when they beheld her 

Govern'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity ; | 

I could have hugg'd the greaſy rogues : they pleag'd 
af. 1 thank thee for this ſtory, from my ſoul ; 

Since now I know the worlſt that can befal me. 


Ah, Pierre! J have a heart that could have borne _ 


The rougheſt wrong my fortune could have done me 
But when I think what Belvidera feels, 
The bitterneſs. her tender fpirit taſtes of, 
I own myſelf a coward : bear my weakneſs: 
If throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and blubber in thy boſom. 
Oh! I ſhall drown thee with my ſorrows. 
Pier. Burn, 
Firſt, burn and level Venice to thy ruin. 
What ! ſtarve, like beggar's brats, in froſty weather, 
Under a hedge, and whine ourſelves to death ! 
Thou or thy cauſe, ſhall never want aſſiſtance, 
Whilſt J have blood or fortune fit to ſerve thee : 
Command my heart, thou'rt every way its maſter. 
Faf. No, there's a ſecret pride in bravely dying. 


Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad; 'Þ 


Man knows a braver remedy for ſorrow : 
Revenge, the attribute of gods; they ſtamp'd it, 
With their great image, on our natures. Die! 
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Conſider well the caufe, that calls upon thee : 
And, if thou'rt baſe enough, die then. Remember, 
Thy Belvidera ſuffers; Belvidera! 
Die damn firſt — What! be decently interr'd 
In a church-yard, and mingle thy brave duſt 
With Rinking rogues, that rot in winding-ſheets, 
Surfeit-ſlain fools, the common dung o' th' ſoil! 
Jas. Oh! 
Nier. Well ſaid, out with't, ſwear a little 
Ja. Swear! By ſea and air; by earth, by Heav'n 
and hell, 
I will revenge my Belvidera's tears. 
Hark thee, my mend=Prigh—ie—a ſenator. 
Pier. A dog. | | 
Faf. Agreed. | EO” 320 
Fier. Shoot him. oy | 
af. With all my heart. 
No more ; where ſhall we meet at t night? 
Pier. Il tell thee 
On the Rialto, 2 night at twelve, 
I take my evening's walk of meditation; 
There we two will meet, and talk of precious 
Miſchief. 
Jaf. Farewel. 
Pier. At twelve. 
Faf. At any hour; my plagues 
Will keep me waking. [Exit Pierre. 
Tell me why, good Heaven, 
Thou mad'ſt me what I am, with all the ſpirit, 
Aſpiring thoughts, and elegant defires, 
That fill the happieſt man? Ah, rather, why 
Didſt thou not form me ſordid as my fate, 


. 
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Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry burthens? _ 
Why have I ſenſe to know the curle that's on me : "Fs 
Is this juſt dealing, Nature ?—Belvidera ! 


Enter BELVID ERA. 


Poor Belvidera ! 
Bel. Lead me, lead me, my virgins, 
To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my refuge! ! 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face ! 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
Ar ſight of thee, and bound with ſprightly 3 joys. 
Oh ſmile ! as when our loves were in their ſpring, 
And chear my fainting ſoul. 
Jaf. As when our loves 
Were in their ſpring ! Has then our fortune chang'd ? 
Art thou not Belvidera, ſtill the ſame, _ | 
Kind, good, and tender, as my arms firſt found thee 2 
If thou art alter'd, where ſhall I have harbour? 
Where eaſe my loaded heart? Oh! where complain ? 
Bel. Does this appear like change, or love de- 
caying, | 
When thus I throw myſelf into ro thy boſom, 
With all the reſolution of ſtrong truth! 
Beats not my heart, as twould alarm thine 
To a new charge of bliſs — joy more in thee, 
Than did thy mother, when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her travail paſt. 
Jaf. Can there in woman be ſuch glorious faith ? 
Sure all ill ſtories of thy ſex are falle ! | 
Oh woman ! lovely woman ! Nature made thee 
To temper man: we had been brutes without you! 


Wuen baniſh'd by our miſeries abroad 
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Angels are painted fair to look like you : 
There's in you all that we believe of Heaven; 
Amazing brightneſs, purity and truth, 
Eternal joy, and everlaſting love. 

Bel. If love be treaſure, we'll be wondrous rich; 
I have ſo much, my heart will ſurely break with't 
Vows can't expreſs it. When I would declare 
How great's my joy, I'm dumb with the big thought ; ; 
I ſwell, and ſigh, and labour with my longing, 
O!] lead me to ſome deſart wide and wild, 
Barren as our misfortunes, where my ſoul 
May have its vent, where I may tell aloud 
To the high Heavens, and ev'ry liſt'ning planet, 
With what a boundleſs ſtock my boſom's fraught ; 
Where I may throw my eager arms aboutthee, 380 
Give looſe to love, with kiſſes kindling joy, 
And let off all the fire that's in my heart. 

Zaf. Oh, Belvidera ! doubly I'm a beggar: 
Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee. 
Want, worldly want, that hungry meagre fiend, 
Is at my heels, and chaſes me in view. 
Canſt thou bear cold and hunger? Can theſe limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender offices of love, 
Endure the bitter gripes of ſmarting poverty? 


(As ſuddenly we ſhall be) to feek out 
In ſome far climate, where our names are ſtrangers, 
For charitable ſuccour ; wilt thou then, 

When in a bed of ſtraw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak winds ſhall whiſtle round our heads; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then 
Huſh my cares thus, and ſhelter me with love? 
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Bel. Oh ! 1 will love thee, even in madneſs love 
thee ; 
Tho' my diſtracted ſenſes ſhould forſake me, 


I'd find ſome intervals, when my poor heart 400 


Should *ſwage itſelf, and be let looſe to thine. 


Tho? the bare earth be all our reſting-place, 

Its roots our food, ſome clift our habitation, 

Ill make this arm a pillow for thine head; 

And, as thou ſighing ly'ſt, and ſwell'd with ſorrow, 

Creep to thy boſom, pour the balm of love 

Into thy ſoul, and kiſs thee to thy reſt; 

Then praiſe our God, and watch thee till the morning. 
Faf. Hear this, you Heay'ns ! and wonder how 

vou made her: 

Reign, reign, ye monarchs that divide the world, 

Buſy rebellion ne'er will let you know 

Tranquility and happineſs like mine! 

Like gaudy ſhips th? obſequious billows fall, 


And riſe again, to lift you in your pride; 


They wait but for a ſtorm, and then devour you; 

J, in my private bark already wreck'd, 

Like a poor merchant driven to unknown land, 

That had by chance pack'd up his choiceſt treaſure 
In one dear caſket, and ſav'd only that; 

Since I muſt wander further on the ſhore, 420 
Thus hug my little, but my precious ſtore, 

Refoly'd to ſcorn and truſt my fate no more. [ Exeunt. 
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Ar IL SCENE T. 


% Enter PixRRE and AQUILINA- 


ce Arne. : 

&« By all thy wrotigs, thou'rt dearer to my arms 
Than all the wealth of Venice. Pr'ythee ſtay, 
And let us love to-night.” e 

6 Pier, No: there's fool, 
« There's fool about thee. When a woman ſells 
« Her fleſh to fools, her beauty's loſt to me; 
% They leave a taint, a fully—where they've vaſy'd; 
« There's ſuch a baneful quality about em, 
ce Fen ſpoils complexions with their nauſeouſneſs ; 
They infect all they touch: I cannot think 
« Of tafting any thing a fool has pall'd. 

« Aqui. J loath and ſcorn that fool thou mean'ſt, as 

much 

&« Or more than thou canſt ; but the beaſt has gold, 
“ That makes him neceffary ; power too, 
To qualify my character, and poiſe me 
% Equal-with peeviſh virtue, that beholds 
« My liberty with envy. In their hearts 
5 They re looſe as I am; but an ugly power | 
« Sits in their faces, and frights pleaſure from 


them. 


II. 
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* Pier. Much good may't do you, madam, with 


your ſenator. 20 
% Aqui. My ſenator ! Why, canſt thou think that 
wretch 


« Eer fill'd thy Aquilina's arms with pleaſure | 1 
« Think'ſt thou, becauſe. I ſometimes give him 
leave 
« To foil himſelf at what he is 3 fon * 5 
« Becauſe I forc'd myſelf t endure and ſafer him, 
Think 'ſt thou, I love him? No, by all;the joys | 
Thou ever gav'ſt me, his preſence is my penance. 
« The worſt thing an old man can be 's a lover, 
« A mere memento mori to poor woman. 2 
« I never lay by his decrepid fide, | 
« But all that night I ponder on my grave. 
% Pier. Would he were well ſent thither. 
« Aqui. That's my wiſh too: > 490 
For then, my Pierre, I might have cauſe, with 
pleaſure, 
« To play the hypocrite. Oh! bi I could weep 


Over the dying dotard, and kiſs him too, 


“In hopes to ſmother him quite; then, when the time 
Was come to pay my ſorrows at his funeral, 
For he has already made me heir to treaſures 

« Would make me out- act a real widow's whining) 

« How could I frame my face to fit my mourning ! 

« With wringing hands attend him to his grave ; 

« Fall ſwooning on his hearſe ; take mad poſſeſſion 
« F'en of the diſmal vault, where he lay buried; 
There, like th' Epheſian matron, dwell, till thou, 
„My lovely ſoldier, com'ſt to my deliverance z 
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« Then, throwitig up my veil, with open arms 
And laughing eyes, run to new-dawning joy. 

& Her. No more: I've friends to meet me here 

__ to-night, 

ce And muſt be private. As yowprize my fend 
&* Keep up your coxcomb; let him not pry, nor liſten, 
& Nor friſk about the houſe, as I have ſeen him, 
Like a tame mumping ſquirrel with a bell on ; ; 
* Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 

46 "UW" What * 0 o meet! Napn't 1 be of 

| your council? 

" Rer. How! a woman aſk e out of bed! 
© Go to your ſenator; aſk him what paſſes 
6 Amongſt his W 1 ole hide nn from 


you: 
But pump me not t for politics. No more! 
&« Give order, that whoever in my name 60 


© Comes here, receive admittance. So good night. 
M Aqui. Muſt we ne'er meet again! embrace no 
more? 150 
&« Is love ſo ſoon and utterly 3 2 
% Pier. As you henceforward treat nnn 1 1 
think ont. 
& Aqui. Curs'd' be all fools—1 dies if he pond 
me; 


* * how to PROP him, Flare or bell inſtru me. 
[ Exeunt. 
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SCEME II. 


The Rialto. Enter Jarrikx. 


Faf. I'm here; and thus, the ſhades of night 
around me, 

I look as if all hell were in my heart, 
And I in hell. Nay ſurely *tis ſo with me 
For every ſtep I tread, methinks ſome fiend 
Knocks at my breaſt, and bids me not be quiet. 
P've heard how deſperate wretches, like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night, 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk. 
Sure I'm ſo curs'd that, tho? of Heay'n forſaken, 
No miniſter of darkneſs cares to tempt me. | 
Hell, hell! why ſleep'ſt thou? 


Enter PIERRE. 


Pier. Sure I've ſtaid too long: 
The clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe — proſelyte. 
Speak, who goes there? 

Faf. A dog, that comes to howl 
At yonder moon. What's he, that aſks the queſtion ? 
Pier. A friend to dogs, for they are honeſt crea- 
| tures, 
And ne'er betray their maſters : never fawn 
On any that they love not. Well met, friend : 
Jaffier! 

2 
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Faf. The ſame. © O Pierre, thou'rt come in ga) 
* I was juſt going to pray. 

Pier. Ah; that's mechanic 
« Prieſts make a trade on't, and yet ſtarve by't, too. 
No praying; it ſpoils buſineſs, and time's pre- 

cious. 

Where's Belvidera ?— 

Ja. For a day or two 


I've lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther 


What fortune will do for me. Pr'ythee, friend, 
If thou would'ſ have me fit to hear good counſel, 
Speak not of Belyiderg—— 

Pier. Not of her! 


Ja. Oh, no! 
Pier. Not name her? May be wiſh her well, 109 


Jaf. Whom well? 
Pier. Thy wife; thy lovely Belvidera. 
1 hope a man may wiſh his friend's wife well, 
And no harm done. 
Fafe Y*are merry, Pierre. 
Pier. I am ſo: | 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidera ſmile : 
We'll all rejoice. Here's ſomething to buy pins; 
Marriage is chargeable. [ Gives him a purſe, 
Faf. I but half wiſh'd 
To ſee the devil, and he's here already. Well ! 
What muſt this buy ? Rebellion, murder, treaſon ! 
Tell me, which way I muſt be damn'd for this. 
Pier. When laſt we parted, we'd no qualms like 
theſe, 
But entertain'd each other's thoughts like men 
| Whoſe ſouls were well acquainted. Is the world 


II. 
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Reform'd ſince our laſt meeting? What new miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Priuli's heart relented ? 


Can he be honeſt ? 


Faf. Kind Hear n, let heavy * 
Gall his old age; cramps, aches rack his bones, 
And bittereſt diſquiet ring his heart. | 
« Oh ! let him live, till life become his burden : 
“Let him groan under't long, linger an age 
& In the worſt agonies and pangs of death, 
« And find its eaſe, but late.” 

Pier. Nay, could'ſt thou not 
As well, my friend, have ftretch'd the 0 to al 
The ſenate round, as to one ſingle villain ? 

af. But curſes ſtick not: Could I kill with 

curſing, 605 

By Heaven I know not thirty heads in Venice 


Should not be blaſted. Senators ſhould rot 


Like dogs on dunghills: “But their wives and 
daughters 0 
Die of their own diſeaſes.” Oh! for a curſe 
To kill with ! 1 
Pier. Daggers, daggers are much better. 
. b 
Per. Daggers. 
Ja. But where are they? 
Pier. Oh! a thouſand © 140 
May be diſpos'd of, in honeſt hands, in uin OK} 
Ja. Thou talk'ſt in clouds 
Pier, But yet a heart, half ee 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, Jaffier. 
* 
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Jaf. A thouſand daggers, all in honeſt hands ! 
And have not I a friend will ſtick one here ! 
Pier. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſh'd 
T' a nobler purpoſe, I would be thy friend; 
But thou haſt better friends; friends whom thy 
Wrongs | | 
Have made thy friends; friends worthy to be call'd fo, 
I'll truſt thee with a ſecret : There are ſpirits 
This hour at work.—But as thou art a man, 
Whom I have pick'd and choſen from the world, 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter; 
And when Te told thee that which only gods, 
And men like gods, are privy to, then ſwear 
No chance or change ſhall wreſt it from thy boſom. 
Jaf. When thou would'ſt bind me, is there need 
of oaths ? | 
“ Green-ſickneſs girls loſe maidenheads with ſuch 
counters.” 3 
For thou'rt ſo near my heart, that thou may'ſt ſee 
Its bottom, ſound its ſtrength and firmneſs to thee. 
Is coward, fool, or villain in my face? 
If I ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe 
Thou would'ſt not uſe me in a little cauſe, 
For I am fit for honour's tougheſt taſk, 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my province; 
And for a villanous, inglorious enterprize, 
I know thy heart ſo well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, ſet it to what point thou wilt. 
Pier. Nay, tis a cauſe thou wilt be fond of, Jat- 
fier ; 
For it is founded on the nobleſt baſis; 
Our liberties, our natural inheritance. 


fats 
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There's no religion, no hypoerify: in't; 
We'll do the buſineſs, and neꝰer faſt and pray for“ $3 3 4 
Openly act a deed the world ſhall gaze _ - 
With wonder at, and envy when *tis done. 
af. For liberty! 5 
Fier. For liberty, my friend. 
Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Priuli's tyranny, | 
And thy ſequeſter'd fortunes heal'd again: 180 
I ſhall be free from thoſe opprobrious wrongs, - 
That preſs me now, and bend my ſpirit down- 
ward; . 
All Venice "hy and every growing merit 
Succeed to its juſt right: fools ſhall be pull'd 
From wiſdom's ſeat: thoſe baleful unclean birds, 
Thoſe lazy owls, who, perch'd near fortune's top, 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 
To cuff down new-fledg'd virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 
 Faf. What can I do? 
Pier. Canſt thou not kill a ſenator ? 
Jaf. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill 
him, | 
For herding with that neſt of fools and knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if revenge 
Were to be had; and the brave ſtory warms me. 
Pier. Swear then ! 
Jaf. I do, by all thoſe glittering ſtars, 
And yon great ruling planet of the night ; 
By all good pow'rs above, and ill below; 
By love and friendſhip, dearer than my life, 200 
No pow'r or death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
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Nier. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my heart. 
A council's held hard by, where the deſtruction 
Of this great empire's hatching : there D11 1 thee, 
But be a man! for thou'rt to mix with men | 

Fit to diſturb the peace of all the world, 1 5 
And rule it when it's wildeſt | 
Jaf. I give thee thanks 
For this kind warning. Yes, I'll be a man; 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene er wn ſee*ſt my 
fears 
Betray me leſs, to rip this Kar of mine 
Out of my breaſt, and ſhew it for a coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this hour 1 chaſe 
All little thoughts, all tender human follies 


Out of my boſom: 9 ſhall have room: Y 
Revenge! 


Pier. And liberty! | 
| Fafe Revenge ! revenge — [Excunt, 


_ SCENE III. 


4 to Ai s Houſe, the Greek | 1 


by RENAULT. 
Ren. Why was my choice ambition? the worſt 


ground 
A wretch can build on! It's, indeed at Abe; 220 
A goodly proſpect, tempting to the view ; 
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The height delights us, and the mountain top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe it's nigh to Heav'n, 
But, we ne'er think how ſandy's the foundation, 
What ſtorm will batter, and what tempeſt ſhake us. 
Who's there? 


Enter Spixos4. 


Spin. Renault, good-morrow, for by this time 
I think the ſcale of pight has turn'd the balance, 
And weighs up morning ? Has: the clock ſtruck 
twelve ? 
Ren. Yes; Clocks ain they areſet: but man, 


Irregular man's ne'er conſtant, never certain: 


I've ſpent at leaſt three precious hours of darkneſs 


In waiting dull attendance ; *tis the curſe 
Of diligent virtue to be max'd, like mine, 


With giddy tempers, ſouls but half refolv'd. 


Spin, Hell ſeize that foul amongſt us it can frighten. 
Ken. What's then the cauſe that I am here alone? 
Why are we not together ? 


Enter ELIOT. 


O, Sir, welcome ! 
You are an Engliſhman : when treaſon's hatching. 


One might have thought you'd not have been behind- 


hand. 241 
In what whore's lap have you been lolling ? 
Give but an Engliſhman his whore and eaſe, 
Beef, and a ſea-coal fire, he's yours for ever. 
El. Frenchman, you are ſaucy. 


Ken. How ! 
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Enter BEDAMAR the Ambaſſador, THEODOR, Bran. 
VEIL, DuranD, BRABE, Reviitino, nn, 
Tzerxon, RETROs1, Confpirators. 


Bed. At difference ; fie ! 

Is this a time for quarrels? Thieves and rogues 

Fall out and brawl : ſhould men of your high calling, 
Men ſeparated by the choice of Providence 

From the. groſs heap of mankind, and ſet here 

In this aſſembly as in one great jewel, 

T' adorn the braveſt purpoſe it e' er ſmil'd on; 

Should you, like voy S, wran gle for trifles ? 

Ren. Boys! 

Bed. Renault, thy hand. 

Ren. I thought I'd given my heart 
Long ſince to every man that mingles here; 

But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch tempers, 
That can't forgive my froward age its weakneſs. 

Ben. Eliot, thou once had'ſt virtue. I have ſeen 
Thy ſtubborn temper bent with god- like goodneſs, 
Not half thus courted : Tis thy nation's glory 
To hug the foe that offers brave alliance. 

One more embrace, my friends—we'll all embrace. 
United thus, we are the mighty engine 
Muſt twiſt this rooted empire from its baſis. 
Totters not it already? 
Eli. Would 'twere tumbling. 
Bed. Nay, it ſhall down; [this nicht we ſeal its 


ruin. 


=, 
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Enter PiEkRRE. 


Oh, Pierre! thou art welcome. 
Come to my breaſt, for by its hopes thou lock'ſt 
Lovelily dreadful, and the fate of Venice 
Seems on thy ſword already. Oh, my Mars ! 
The poets that firſt feign'd a god of war, 


Sure propheſy'd of thee. 


Pier. Friend, was not Brutus, 
(I mean that Brutus, who in open ſenate 


Stabb'd the firſt Cæſar that uſurp'd the world) 


A gallant man? 280 


Ren. Yes, and Catiline too; 
Tho? ſtory wrong his fame: for he conſpir'd 
To prop the reeling glory of his country: 
His cauſe was good. 
Bed. And our's as much above it, 
As, Renault, thou'rt ſuperior to En, 
Or Pierre to Caſſius. 
Pier. Then to what we aim at. 
When do we ſtart? or muſt we talk for ever? 
Bed. No, Pierre, the deed's near birth; fate ſeems 
to have ſet 
The buſineſs up, and given it to our care; 
1 hope there's not a heart or hand amongſt us, 
But is firm and ready. | 
All. All. 
We'll die with Bedamar. 
Bed. O men 
Matchleſs ! as will your glory be hereakier : : 
C3 
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The game is for a matchleſs prize, if won ; 
If loſt, diſgraceful ruin. 
& Ren. What can loſe it? | 
“ The public ſtock's a beggar ; one Venetian 
* Truſts not another. Look into their ſtores 
&« Of general ſafety ; empty magazines, 
A tatter'd fleet, a murmuring unpaid army, 
_ « Bankrupt nobility, a harraſs'd commonalty, 
&« A factious, giddy, and divided ſenate, 
& Is all the ſtrength of Venice: let's deſtroy it; 
« Lets fill their magazines with arms to awe them; 
* Man out their fleet, and make their trade maintain 
it ; 
Let looſe the murmuring army on their maſters, 
* To pay themſelves with plunder; lop their nobles 
To the baſe roots whence moſt of 'em firſt 
| ſprung ; 
c Enfſlave the rout, whom ſmarting will make humble 
* Turn out their droning ſenate and poſſeſs 
That ſeat of empite which our r ſouls were fram'd 
for.“ 
Pier. Ten thouſand men are armed at your nod, 
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide 
A battle for the freedom of the world : 
This wretched ſtate has ſtarv'd them in its ſervice ; 
And, by your bounty quicken'd, they're reſolved 
To ſerve your glory, and revenge their own: 
They've all their different quarters in this city, 
Watch for th' alarm, and grumble tis ſo tafdy. | 
Bed. I doubt not, friend, bat thy unwearied dili- 
gence 
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Has ftill kept waking, and it ſhall have eaſe ; 
After this night it is refoly'd we meet 
No more, till Venice owns us for her lords. 
Pier. How lovelily the Adriatic whore, 
. Dreſs'd in her flames, will ſhine? Devouring flames! 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery bottom, 
And hiſs in her foundation. 
Bed. Now if any 
Amongſt us, that owns this glorious cauſe, 
| Have friends or intereſt he'd wiſh to ſave, 
| Let it be told: the general doom is ſeal'd ; 


1 5 But I'd forego the hopes of a world's empire, 
Rather than wound the bowels of my friend. 

Pier. I muſt confeſs, you there have touch'd my 

Nt - weakneſs, 

| I have a friend; hear it! ſuch a friend, 

le My heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay, I'II tell you: 
He knows the very bulineſs of this hour ; 

on But he rejoices in the cauſe, and loves it : 


We've chang'd a vow to live and die together, 
And he's at hand to ratify it here. | 
Ren. How! all betray'd ! 
Pier. No—T've nobly dealt with you; 
I've brought my all into the public ſtock : 
I've but one friend, and him I'll ſhare amongft 
you : 
Receive and cheriſh him ; or if, when ſeen 
And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs; as my 
tongue 
Has lodg'd this ſecret in his faithful breaſt, 
To eaſe your fears, I wear a dagger here 
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Shall rip it out again, and give you reſt. 
Come forth, thou only good I e' er could boaſt of. 


Enter JArriER, with a Dagger. 


Bed. His preſence bears the ſhew of manly vir- | 
tue. 
Ja. I know you'll wonder all, that chus uncall', 
I dare approach this place of fatal councils 

But I'm amongſt you, and by heav'n it glads me 
To ſee ſo many virtues thus united 
To reſtore juſtice, and dethrone oppreſſion. 
Command this ſword, if you would have it quiet, 
Into this breaſt ; but, if you think it worthy 
To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes, 
Send me into the curs*d aſſembled ſenate : 
It ſhrinks not, tho? 1 meet a father there. 
Would you behold this city flaming ? here's 
A hand ſhall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To th” arſenal, and ſet its gates on fire. 

Ren. You talk this well, Sir. 

Faf. Nay by Heaven [I'll do this. 
Come, come, I read diſtruſt in all your faces: 
| You fear me a villain, and, indeed, it's odd 
To hear a ſtranger talk thus, at firſt meeting, 
Of matters that have been ſo well debated ; 
But ! I comeripe with wrongs, as you with councils. 
I hate this ſenate, am a foe to Venice; 
A friend to none, but men reſolv'd like me 
To puſh on miſchief. Oh! did you but know me, 
I need not talk thus! | 


T II. 
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Bed. Pierre, I muſt embrace him. 380 
My heart beats to this man, as if it knew him. 


Ken. I never lov'd theſe huggers. 
Ja. Still 1 ſee 


| The cauſe delights ye not. Your friends ſurvey me 


As I were dangerous But I come arm'd 
Againſt all doubts, and to your truſt will give 
A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 
My Belvidera. Hoa; my Belvidera ! 

Bed. What wonder's next ? | 

Faf. Let me entreat you, 
As I have henceforth hopes to call you friends, 


That all but the ambaſſador, and this 


Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a while, to ſpare a woman's bluſhes. 
 [Exeunt all but BED. Ren. Jar. Pits. 


g 


Enter BELVIDERA. 


Red. Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us ? 
Zaf. My Belvidera ! Belvidera ! 
Bel. Who, 
Who calls ſo loud at this late peaceful hour? 
That voice was wont to come in gentle whiſpers, 
And fill my ears with the ſoft breath of love. 400 


Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou? 


Jaf. Indeed *tis late. 
Bel. Oh ! I have ſlept and dreamt, 
« And dreamt again. Where haſt thou been, thou 
loiterer ? 
« Tho' my eyes clos'd, my arms have ſtill been 
open'd: 


— —̃ ran rs * 
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* Stretch'd every way betwixt my broken ſlumbers, 
LJTo ſearch if thou wert come to crown my reſt: 


“There's no repoſe without thee: Oh ! the day 

“Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our ſorrow. 

Come, come to bed, and bid thy cares good night. 
Faf. Oh Belvidera ! we muſt change the ſcene, 

& In which the paſt delights of life were taſted : 

e The poor ſleep little; we muſt learn to watch 

« Qur labours late, and early every morning; 

« ?Midft winter froſts, thin clad, and fed with foarin g. 

« Riſe to our toils, and drudge away the day.“ 
Bel. Alas! where am I? whither is't you lead me? 

Methinks J read diſtraction in your face, 

Something leſs gentle than the fate you tell me. 

Vou ſhake and tremble too! your blood runs cold! 

Heav'ns guard my love, and bleſs his heart with pa- 


tence. * | 421 
© JFaf. That I have — let our fate bear wit- 
neſs, 


Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou and I, 
(Thou, the divineſt good man e'er poſſeſs d, 
And I, the wretched'ſt of the race of man) 
This very hour, without one tear, muſt part. 
Bel. Part! muſt we part? Oh, am then forſaken? 
& Will my love caft me off? Have my misfortunes 
« Offended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me? 
Why drag you from me; Whither are you going 
My dear! my life! my love! 
Faf. Oh, friends ! 
Bel. Speak to me. 
af. Take her from my heart, 
She'll gain ſuch hold elle, I fhall ne'er get looſe. 


II. 
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I charge thee take her, but with tender'ſt care 
Relieve her troubles, and aſſuage her ſorrows, 
Ren. Riſe, Madam, and command amongft your 
ſervants. 
Faf. To you, Sirs, and your honours I bequeath 


her, | | TY = 
And with her this; when I prove unworthy 
1 L Groves a Dagger. 
You know the reſt Then ftrike it to her heart; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy years 
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 
The paſſionate vows of {till increaſing love, 
Sent that reward for all her truth and ſufferings. 
Bel. Nay, take my life, fince he has ſold it cheaply ; 
“Or ſend me to ſome diſtant clime your ſlave ; 
« But let it be far off, leſt my complainings 
“Should reach his guilty ears, and ſhake his peace. 
| Fafe. No, Belvidera, I've contriv'd thy honour. 
« 'Truſt to my faith, and be but fortune kind 
« To me, as I'Il preſerve that faith unbroken ; 
“When next we meet, I'Il lift thee to a height 
“Shall gather all the gazing world about thee, 


, 


To wonder what ftrange-virtue plac'd thee there. 


« But if we ne'er meet more.“ 

Bel. O! thou unkind one; 
Ne'er meet more! have I deſerv'd this from you; 
Look on me, tell me, ſpeak, thou fair deceiver. 
Why am I ſeparated from thy love ? 460 
If J am falſe, accuſe me, but if true, 
Don't, pr'ythee don't, in poverty forſake me, 
But pity the ſad heart that's torn with parting. 
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3 * EO Kyo” ſl FSG e 
þ 85 ' cat wo Run. bas, and Buc. | 
; «8 « Look not Fa way, ” but turn e a while 
= Into my heart; "and be wean'd os.” Ns 
| | My friend, where art-thou ?. n 
4 Pier; Here, my nondur's Brother. 
; af. Is Belvidera gone? EE TR 
= Pier. Renault has led her #1. t 
Back to her own apartment; but hs Hear'n, ag 
1 Thou muſt n her 92757 nen, ore 
5 Not * en ' 
J. On, Pierre; N W 
b CC 100 
Gaze on thee, till my eye-ſtrings crack'd with ore 
« Till all my ſinews, with its fire extended, | 
« Fix'd me upon the rack of ardent longing” 480 
Then, ſwelling, fighing, raging to be 8 N 
Come, like a panting turtle to thy breaſt; 
On thy ſoft boſom hovering, billand play, - 1 r 4 
Confeſs the cauſe why laſt I fled away; 
/ - Own was a fault, tu deer te fue it o'er, "©: 
And never follow falſe ambition more. [Exeunt. 
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(s Tau him Tick gone to tad; runs I am not at 
4 home - tell him Pye better "company with me, or 
« any thing; tell Him, in ſhort, I will not ſee him, 
© the eternal troubleſome vexatious fool : He's worſe 
company than an "ignorant 1 not de 
« diſturbꝰd at theſe unſcaſonable hours. 
«Maid. But, madam! 4 . e's aber already, juſt en- 
« ter'd the doo e 
„ee. Tarn * out bin, 0 you unneceſſary, 
 « vſeleſs; giddy brain'd aſs: If he 0 not de gone, 
c ſet the houſe a fire; and burn us both: I'd rather 
4 meet «toad in my diſh, than that old kideous ani= | 
> ork in ont ber pm 22 1 13 


o 2 
3 1 8 1 1 144» 
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N 4 Nacky, Nacky, Nacky—How don ak | 
| « Nacky? Hurry, durry. I am come, little Nacky ; | 
« paſt eleven o'clock, a late hour; time in all con- 
« ſcience to go to bed, Nacky—-—Nacky, did I fay ? 
Ay, Nacky, Aquilina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, 
« quilina, Aquilina, Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, 
Come, let's to bed you Fubbs, you Pug you 
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« —you little puſs——Parre, Tuzzy—1 am 2 
« ſenator. . 
& Aqui. Youwe (batt Lat fare,” 
„Aut. May be ſo too; "fweetheart : never the 
<«-yorſe ſenator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, 
« let's have à game at romps, Nacky. 
HAgui. You would do well, Signor, to be 8 
“ ſome here no longer, but leave me to _ „ 
« ſober, and go home, Sir. Sad rnd 1 i 
| . Ant. Home, Madona 1. ; , F 5 us {5 | 
"Gs Aqua. Ay, home, Sir. 'Whg am 12 3 32 
. Au. Madona, as I take i it, Jou are my you are 
14 * —thou art my little, Nack, Nacky—— that's. all. 
Agi. I find, you are refoly'd.to be troubleſome ; 
and ſo, to make ſhort of the matter in few words, I 
c hate you, deteſt you, loath you, I atm weary of you, 
« fick of you——hang you, you are an old; filly, i imper- 
_ © tinent, impotent, ſolicitons eoxcamb4y crazy in your 
< head, and lazy in your: body; love to be meddling 
* with every ching, and, if you ad not ae yo» 
{ng * are good for nothing. ren 
« Ant. Good for nothing ! Hurry, wy, Pl try 
that preſently. Sixty-one years old, and good for 
« nothing: that's brave: [To the Maid] Come, come, 
come Mrs. Fiddle- faddle, turn you; out for a ſeaſon: 
Go, turn out, I ſay, it is our will and pleaſure to be 
private ſome moments . out, out, hen yon are 
e hid to [Pu ler aut Kane e 1 
| 5 for nothing, you lay ail 46 68 p 0 1 
gu. b good for 2. e e 
Ant. In the firſt place, Madam, I am old, and 
con | wp "ne ETON: Madona, dye 


« mark that? In the Senn place, take notice, if you 
* pleaſe, hat I am a ſenator 3 and, when I think fit, 
cn make ſpeeches; Madona. ' Hurry durry, I can 
“ make a ſpeech in the ſenate-houſe, now and then 
would make your hair ſtand an end, Madona. - 

, Aqui.” What care I for your ſpeeches in the 
44: pre oſt if yas. wakes By rp * Load 
e thank you. 

e A., Wuy 1 can ee f 1 the 09 my 

ge - lovely Madona ö for ane. 


#1 


«A Mare Fair 006, fince i it pe POR 
That you ſhould with you ſervant angry 
prove. |... 
. « Though late a night, I hope Nis gotno-late 
With this to gain reception for my Love. 


E aulas every pavſe lola 1.1 5 


n or thee ade Nicky ischp-unbe it, | 
here take it] ſay POOR throw i NT 
head ho-) now rebel: ot 2 70 
- © Aqui. Truly, my illuſtrious 8 1 alt con- 
| 6 « feſs, your honour is * Fa moſt matt 
eloquent indeed. © 
Ant. Cones ki Goody ws 
« think upon t a little—come, fit, I fay—— fit down 
« by me a little, my Nicky Nacky. ee OO 1 
« Hurry durry—good for nothing —— 1 85 
* Aqui.) No, Sir, e ee 
4tance, and ſtand. 1 | 
at, Sand How, Nach a, ad down? 1 85 
. gebn with the fe | 


% 


ACT, Il, 


„ Shew me „„ 5 can, 
A ſtanding woman and a 1 Wt 405 
« ee durry not anden this, ye e 
480 n won't ſit down? ee 14 l 
i Br iis [nw nd th tl 
. Ant, Then look you ndws e e a bull, a 
« « Bals. bull, the bull of bulls, or any bull. Thus 
« up 1 get, and with my brows, thus bent I broo, 
© I fay, I broo, I broo, I broo. e fi down, 
Aan. zgoba\ . 
« [ Bellows like a bull, and drive bs . 
« Aqui. Well, Sir, I muſt endure this. [She fits 
er down} Now your hofiour has been a bull, pray 


. | « what beaſt will your worſhip pleaſe to be next? 


. Ant. Now, I'll be a ſenator again, and thy lover, 
« little Nicky Nacky. [He fits by her.] Ah! toad, 
<« toad, toad, toad! Spit in my face alittle, Nacky, ſpit 
in my face, pr'ythee, ſpit in my face never ſo little: 
. Spit but 3 bit ſpit, ſpit, ſpit ſpit When you 
« are hid, I ſay do, pr ythee ſpit, — nowy now, 
*. now, ſpit; what Tout ang 2 18 8 W 8 1 Pl 
% hens ie N e 102 

„ Aqui, A pooch e 

1% Ant. Ay a dog— and I'll give 0 this bladder 

« purſe, to let me be a dog and uſe me like a dog a 
« little. "OY ROT willow tis 
. [Givet the purſe. 

"ne « Aqui, Well, alta ary hea. But let me be- 
ſeech your dogſhip to play your tricks over as faſt 
« as you can, that you may come to ſtinking the ſoon- 
1er, and be turn d out of doors, as you deſerre. 
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« Ant. Ay, ay—no matter for that - that ſhan't 
« move me—[ He gets under the table. ] Now, bough, 
« waugh, wangh, , wes bonds "wh waugh.— [Barks 
« fike a dog. 
« Aqui, Hold, bold, * Sir, 1 beſrsch you : 
1 What is't you do? If curs bite, they muſt be kick'd, 
Sir: Do you ſee, kick d thus. | 
ee Ant. Ay, with all my heart: Do, kick, kick on; 
| « now I am under the. table, kick again kick 
'« barder—— harder yet, bough, waugh, waugh, 
<p e bough—odd, I'll have a ſnap at thy ſhins 
-bough, waugh, waugh, Waugh, n odd, 
5 ſhe kicks bravely= r 
' « Aqui, Nay, then I'll go. e way to work with 
« you: And I think here's an inſtrument fit for the 
« purpoſe ? [Fetches a whip and a bell.] What, bite 
« your miſtreſs, firrah ? out of door, you dog, to ken- 
« nel, and be hang'd—bite your miſtreſs by the legs, 
you rogue—— _ _ [She wohipe him. 
Ant. Nay, pr- thee Nacky, now thou art too 
« loving: Hurry durry, odd, I'Il be a dog no longer. 
Aqui. Nay none of your fawning and grinning: 
But be gone, or here's the diſcipline. What, bite 
your miſtreſs by the leg, you mungrel? Out of 
e doors——hout, hout, to kennel, firrah, go. 
« Ant. This is very barbarous uſage, Nacky, very 
« barbarous : look you, I will not gon _ ll will 
« not ſtir from the door, that I reſolve ——— hurry 
« durry, what, ſhut me out ? [te whips him out. 
* Aqui. Ay, and if you come here any more to- 
“ night, I'll have my footmen lug you, you cur ? 
What, bite your poor miſtreſs, Nacky, firrah ? 141 


i - _ Yn OI Hor Ul. 


e 3 i Mam, . 1 
| THe bowl: ot the dvr .. a be, 
= Ap e | 


3 8 


no Maid. They're here already, Madin ; WR Lou 
* jg all alarm'd with a ſtrange voile, that no body 
«knows what to make of. 

« Aqui. Go, all of you, 44 turn that troubleſome 
** beaft in the next room out of my houſe If 1 
ever ſee him within theſe walls again, without my 
* leave for his admittance, you ſneaking rogues—— 
TI have you poiſon d, all poiſon'd like rats; every 
corner of the houſe ſhall ſtink of one of you 3 go, 
« and learn hereafter to — wy 242 Boz 
© now for my Pierre. © 

% Thus, when the elke lover is dilpleas d, 

* We 9 Fool, — he's Pes d. S 

| © [Exennt. 
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SCENE 7 — 


R 


4 Chamber. Enter BzLyiDERA. | 


| ul I'm Gacrific'd! Im fold 1 betray d o ham: | 
Taevitable ruin has enclos d me! + 
+ No ſooner was I to my bed repair d 


« Toweigh and (weeping) ponder my condi 


He chat ſhould guard my virtue, has betray'd it; 


Strong is my love to thee ; for, every moment 


The foft authority of Belvidera. 
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t But the old hoary wretch, 0 whoſe falſe care 2 
«« My peace and honour was entruſted, came, 

“(Like Tarquin) ghaſtly, with infernal but 

« Oh, thou Roman Lucrece! 

Thou could'ſt find friends, to e thy wrong h | 
« I never had but one, and he's prove falſe: 


Left me Undone me Oh, chat I could hate him! 1 
eee TORT Wer: We? 1 


Bus Javenm, | . i | 


J. Can Belyidera want a Mutig pie, | 
When theſe poor arms are ready to reoiv her? 1 
« Oh! tis in vain to ſtruggle with deſires, 


«_ I'm from tby ſight, the heart within as - 

« Mourns like a tender infant in its cradle, 

« Whoſe nurſe had left it. Come, and with nne; 

« Of gentle love, perſuade it to its peace. 

„Hel. I fear the ſtubborn ail eee 

me; 

Tis grown a rebel, Mia n "WE 

« Scorns the indulgent boſom that firſt lull'd it, $00 
« And, like a diſobedient child, diſdains 


 Jaf. There was a time 
| Bel. Yes, yes, there was a time, 
When Belvidera's tears, her cries, and ſorrows, 
Were not deſpis'd ; when, if ſhe chanc'd to figh, - 
Or look'd bat ſad there was indeed a time, 
When Jaffier wou'd have ta'en her in his arms, 


| Bad ber dels head upon his breaſt, 
And never left her, till he e . 
But let her now weep ſeas z: . 
Cry, till ſhe rend the earth; Gab, ell ſhe bk 
| Her heart aſunder ; ſtill he bears it a! 
Deaf as the winds, and as the rocks „ 1 


7%. Have I been deaf? Am I that rock unmov'd? 


% Againſt whoſe root, tears beat, and ſighs are ſent 
< In vain ?. have I beheld thy ſorrows calmly? 
« Witneſs againſt me, Heavens, have I done this ? ? 
Then bear me in a whirlwind back again, 
And let that angry dear one ne'er forgive me. 200 
« Oh ! thou too raſhly cenſureſt of my love ; 
« Could't thou but think, how I have ſpent this * 
« Dark, and alone, no pillow to my head. 
_ © Reſt in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart, 
« Thou SIE! mo dec r ſure thou vou 
| not 
2 Talk to me gta "but like a pitying angel, 
« Spreading thy wings, come ſettle on wy breaſt 
«© And: hatch warm comforts —_ e're Jorrows 

| freeze it. | 

« nr ben s en poor mourner, in what baleful 
« « Haſt chow been OY with that witch, the night? 
“On what cold ſtone haſt thou been ftretch'd along, 
We Gathering the grumbling winds about thy head, 
To mix with theirs, the accents of thy woes ? 
„Oh f now 1 find the cauſe my love forſakes me; 
4 am no longer fit to bear a ſhare 


«Jn his concernments My weak female virtue 


«« Muſt not be truſted ; tis too frail and tender.” 
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I reel into thy arms, and aka Ore 1 
1 Ja. Wat ſhall I do? 25 1 wh 1 
Bel. Tell me; e 117 
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Taf. Oh, Pottia, Portia !, What a ſoull uuns / thihe? 
Bel. That Portia Wee e whenoBre- 

dots w ee du od bood eas alot, om yd WW. * 

Big with the fate of Rome, (Hear n guard thy fafety !) 

Conceal'd' from her the-labours, of his mH,“ 

She let him ſee her blood was great! as his, . 

Flow id from à {pribg as noble, and a heart! % | 

Fit to partake his troubles as his love. dowgat 07 *? 9 

Fetch, fetch tha dagger back, the dteadful ide wen, —_— 

Thou gav'ft laſt night in parting with me z ſtrike it 9 

Here to my hgart ] and as the blood flows fromut, 

Judge if it run not pure, as Catols daughter's. N 
Ja, Thon art, ay „ en and, I, indeed un- 

worthya,, 9. e lee 120 29: 99 

" Un ſo much ad” Teach me how . 30 

« I may deſerve ſuch watchleſs love as 9 8 4 15 

And ſee with what attention I'll obey thee. 

« Bal. Do not deſpiſe me: that's the 41 * 

« Taf, Deſpiſe thee! Hear me——— 

Hel. Oh! Thy charming tongue, 81 
Is bat too well acquainted with my 3 s 40 
Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart 
Diſſolves within my breaſt; till en 1 


Why dwells that buſy cloud upon thy: fates > "S 
* Whyiam'i made a ſtranger? Why . 
« And r the cauſe 5 n "when: | the 
| world 1 ; 
Is wrapp'd in et = chuſes 5 my Wag 
D 


| a eee ny kt N 


746 Why, are theſe $906 blood-ſhot with tedious watch; 


{ (123916 hath £15 J 
« Why ee 2d looks au if hewiſh'd 


His faterwers finiſh'd? Tell me, edſe my fear; * 


Leſt, inen We Rent time meet, EI oe | 
To ſearch into uu fickmefe of ch) mind, 

+ Buvgitl nw willy hes as hen deckt ve. 1 

J Oh, Beladen! q 470 Hain fis! TW boat 

ö mt 1 wa 4 dan night gelvver d co a vlkin? 
| ? Hull a la? „ig o 0177 N n 5 00 A 
2X ye, to n Ilan 1 Why at ſach an hour 
Meets that aſſembly, all made up of 'wittehes, 
* That f6oks'a# Hall had drewn therm inte league? 
Why, Ian Ws Hanh, und in mag d dagger, 
7 Was 1 delivered "with fuck dreadful ceremonies ? 
To you, Cert "og pot beyueath her, © 
And with her this" Whine ct Tn 1 
Ton hnow the eben fue ir to Ber t. 
Oh! en d veſt iboncealtd:frem ws?-Maſ 1 
Be made the hoftaye'of « hetliſn ruſt N 
For ſyelv T-know't am ; whats allem value. 
But, by the dee mid logadley Lowe the, . 

Il free thee from the bondage dfzheſe Ves; 
Straight to therſcnate; tell um all I know,) 270 
All chat 1 chin all that my fears iufbrm me. 
Ja. Is this the Roman virtue; this "oma 

'That boaſts purity ack Cato'sdaughter ? | 
| Would ſhe have e' er betray d her Brutus? 


)) vw ton 8 bees 


Ss 


7 7* 
* 4 


in. 


5 
N 5 


170 


4 
4 


Bel. No: f 10 tan 1 
For Brutus es 1 Wert en Ants. 
What would not Belrvideta ſuſfer for che? 

- Faſt: Iiſhall uodo myſelf, and tell thee all. 

Rel. Look not upon me a8 L am, 4 hen 
« But as a bane, thy wife, thy friend; who bugs * 
Hat had admiſſion to thy heart, and there 
* Study'dithe virtuea of thy gallant nature. 
« Thy conſtancy, | thy caurage, and thy trutuß, 
Have been my daily leſſon: have learn d em, 
„And, bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe 
10 The worſt of fates for thee, and with! thee ſhare 


| 1 
| do; 1042 a0? > 100 init hos 


J. * Oh, you digen Prins lah 1 * . | 
« My prayers ! .in{tru& me to reward Gries 
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further; 
Think I've a tale to tell will ſhake thy nature, #99 
Melt all this boaſted conſtancy thou ** OY 
Into vile tears and deſpicable forrows : 1 _ 1 H 
Then ator ods 1 — SC} 
Bel. Shall 1 ſwear? 1 | 
Zaf. No, do nat . 1 * at Son - ö 
Thy tender nature, with ſo rude a bond?! 
But as thou hop'ſt to ſes me lire my da, 105 
And love thes lang. lock this within thy breaſt: | 
Pre bound myſelf, by all * #51008: enen, il 
Divine and e e in 3⁰⁰ 
Dua r 2d hs Sia 910 8 10 13W 
Taf. To kill thy f ithero— 20010 At 1 
Sal. e ak „ 1 ent Togo of N * 
5115 vw % bi ; tant to bom dN 


to VENICE RESERVED. er i 
Iof. Nay y, the throats of the whole ſenate 
Shall bleed my'Belvidera:” He, amongſt us, 


That ſpares his father, brother; or his friend, 


1s damn'd!* How 1 — Wabesdhseus will the 55 


44 Of ruin look, when theſe wide ſtreets 3g E 
« I, and the glorious partners of my fortune, 
« Shouting, and ſtriding oer the proſtrate "PR 
« Still to new witſte 3: whilſt thou, far off in fas, 
Smiling, ſhalt ſee the wonders' of our daring ;\ 
_ « And when a with praiſeand love r receive 
mee 85 pon es 5100 
"PORE Dis il 1. e e eee 
_ Jaf- Have a care, and ſhrink n not even'in date 
For if thou G riß cov Ft) Pa Y 
Bel. T'kniow it's thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ſtrike thy ſword into this boſom: e 125 
Dead on the earth, and then thou wilt be 2 Erjetl 3 
Murder my father! the his cruel nature | 32⁰ 
Has perſecuted me to my undoing: - l 
Driven me to baſeſt wants z can- Tibet him, 
With ſmiles of vengeance, butcher'd in his age. 15 a 
The ſacred fountain of my life deſtroy'd?. 
And can'f thou ſhed the blood; chat gave me bevg? 
Nay, be a traitor too, and ſell thy country? 1 08 
Can thy great heart deſcend ſo wl . 
Mix with hir'd ſlaves, bravoes, and common Kabbers, 
« Noſe-ſlitters, alley-lurking villains !” join 
With ſuch a crew, and take a ruffian's "wages, Vu 
To cut the throats of wretches'as'they ſleep? 
Ja. Thou wrong'ſt me, Belvidera! I've engag'd 
With men of ſouls ; fit to reform the ills 
Of all mankind : chere s not a heart amongſt them 


o 


. 
* 
* 


ends Td Kh T7 
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rs, 


der ll. VENICE: PRESERVED: 6 
But's ſtout as death, yet honeſt as the nature 
Of man firſt, made, e er fraud and vier were faſbion; 
Bal. What's he, to whoſs, curſt hands, laſt night 
thou gav'ſt me? 
Was that well done? Oh 1, could tell b 
Would rouſe thy lion heart gut of its ui le 19 
And make it rage with terrifying lu... 340 
Jaf. Speak on, I charge the. 
Bel. O my love] Harb 3c lid 22: mory 
Thy Belvidera's peace, deſery'd thy care., 
Remove me from this place. Laſt night, laſt . 1 
af. Diſtract me not, but give me all the truth. 
Bel. No ſooner wert thou gone, and I _ 
Left in the pow t of that old fon. Fe 
No ſooner was I lain, on my ſad beds; adv A. - 
But that vile wretch e, . biol. Wer 
ton d, n 3 : 1 L627 541 1 
Ready for violations” Fd Then 33 5 te 


hrobb' d with its fears: Oh, how I wept and ſigh'd, | 


&.1 ſhrunk and trembled ! wiſt'd in vain for him 
That ſhould protect me! Thou, alas! wert gone. 


Jas. Patience, ſweet Heav'n, tilh I make ven- 


4A geance ſure. iow) 19d am: ; 99 
Bel. He drew the hidepus dageer forth, N nar 
EY him., 13 4 712 vil! TOR TOON" FW 
And with upbraiding, 2 he ſaid, Behold it: 811 
Dit is the pledge of a falſe buftand's. imm 
And in my at the pred, and would have capa 


me; 
But with my 9 * fard Scorned beat, 
Till he vithdrew, and mutter d yows to hell, _ 


| Theſe „ Ae, 
"Tip fore; all Rak U, and all will go t rm. 


cloſe. 1 „ den en E032 
— brew s; hole bb if thy wrongs 


Were all forgot, and treat m like a friend, 0 
Ait no complaint were made. No more; „ 
Retire, my life, and — my honour ; 
* heal its failings, oo deferve wn Log nf 
In 05 Le bio abt deine hd dicks; ao 97 0775” 
7% dun as 0 1 would eee 
e Þ 94 174 Ar n 15000} a BE 
5 Another e $o'y aue enero. 
Bal. When — ev? 4 7 19.00 5 ; 
J Abon, at twelve A. 999!) 7 EY 1864 JUL 
Pl} ſteal myſelf to thy expecting — 
Come like CL, WG thee peace. 
. Indeed! il 833 Re | 0 8 ay 
. By tous be | ec i Dns Mn D g 
De Is hard to part: IF en 7593; ab Eluat F q f 
But ſure vo failhived ever lock d fo fairly. 380 
Farewel ; remember twelve. Wn leo 7 2 — ; L. 
. Let Heav'n tos W 80 wth 94% 3 
| When 1 remember not thy myth, thy love. 0 
| * HoweutsCis my condition, taff Ua jotted || 
« From every sorner 3 fartune's common fool, | 
60 Nhe j f rogu An 10 | ts, 
64 For villains tolay loads of ſhame upon, 1 
1 [Mud drive about juſt for Utheit eaſe and Fromm.” 3 


. 2 1 of WF © 5 $I) 1 Fat Fs *J } 1 1 


4 7 
fr g 


* ee churge thee keep this ſecret 


J ao oe lin — ae. ine 0 han ©: 


a = © ud ©” At Hd % 


Wits 
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9 4 5 Ws 0 67 TH > 7 11 ea, Pp F Me <-> , : : 
8 gude Se gniafoehoteew'T'* N 
4 


5 ht ode q 30 0b $4345 off 
e Eu ne 5 5 ai oi s aw 
Pier, later. 83990) nity at fit oY NN 
Jay, Whoicalls Bett omit wmdted fd es aid WE 
Her. A friench that could; haue wild gi 

T. have. found.-thee monde Aniployed. What) 

ks hunk mich Ho gow aer och ad W 

A wife, on the dull foil !} Sure la ſtannch huſband 

Of all hounds is the dulleſt. Walt ton neueh ) 

Never be wean d from candles and eonfetions ?:\:>* 

What feminine tales haſti thau bean liſt ning to- 

Of unair'd ſhirts, catarrhs and tooth ach, got 

By thin - ſold ſhoes 2-Dwniiation b chat ande 

Choſen to be a ſharer in the deſtructioan; 

Of a whole people, fliould ſneak thus into bonner va 

To eaſe his fulſome luſts, and fool hin mind ! . 401 
Ja. May not a man then: trifle bt at hour 

1 a kind woman, and not irong his calling (//\. 

ier. Not an a cauſe lika ours. Ham on νν⁰ 
A Theo, friend, our cauſe 4 rf WW fb 


Is in a damn d condition: for Ell ell thece, % 
That canker-wormy eall'd Lechety, bas tonchidt it;: 


Tia tainted vilely. Wauld' t thou think it 2 Renault 
(That mortify'd old wither'd winter rogue} 5i 

Loves ſimple fornication: hke:a-prief,g0> © 4 
I found him out for watering at mywikes! +1 ona 
He viſited her laſt night, like akipd guardian: 


Faith! ſhe has ſome temptation, that's the truck 1 


on t. sind e hoo mr Jon 15551 N 


Pier. He durſt not wrong his truſt. IT be mY 


— 


Ju. Tou. en l though, 
Tonkethe mann 1 
Bier. Was ſhe in bed? 
VJ. Ves, faith, in virgin Ft mY 5 ont 
| Whit as her boſom; Pierre, diſh'd Aba üb. 
Might tempt a weaker äppetite to taſ.ne "ho 
Oh 4ow-the old fox ſtunk, I warralithee,” [ 
When the rank fit was on bim! F 

n 1 licks St bd atiw £ 
He's: us d noviolmnee 7 1G ole»: 1 

Denen 


| Play'd with her neck; W 50 her with his grey 


 agdgos Hoot bag 2dngtso grid briony 50 


| nn tous d Lück kd der all ne fqueat'd 2 


eee Se n ee 3d 07 7%: 1 


e Damn him. 4001 hag a 1 2 
Ja Ay, iſoſay l eee more * 


All hitherto & well, and I belieeee 1 div 


Myſelf no monſter yet: tho no man knows | 
« What fate he's born tho Surd it is "i 
We — x 2: W Mel 
Will the ambaſfador be here in perſom rd 
nee ker has ſent commiſſion to that lan 
Ramat; 12407 a blo b. ag x 3677) 
To ea noi: SURE Slam? 25100) 
I'd have thee be many if poſſibley 10! 317 ac bagot 1 
And keep thy: temper j for a Brave revenge f han} 5 ol 


 Neertomes' ton late 440 


Fear not, I am cool as patience. 


Had he completed my diſhonour, rather 


Wa 2 


a <1 - 


I 


2 


| _ 


n 


| 
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« Than hazard the ſuecoſs our hopes are ripe lan, j <3 
« I'd bear it all with mortifying ales". oro | 
Pier. He's yonder, . * mn thro? 9 the l, ; 
His thoughts ſeem fall. | a3 % 
Faf. Pr'ythee retire, ** 3 me r 
With him alone: I'll put him to ſome trial; ; en 0 i 
See how his rotten part will bear the ade 
Pier. Be careful, then. [Bai 
Jaf. Nay, never doubt, but truſt me. 
What ! be, a devil, take a damning ob 
For hedding dale blood en thre be a a. * 
In merciful repentance ? Oh, this villaio 1. J 


0 


Enter 1 


Ren. Perverſe and peeviſh': What a Side is man 
To let his itching fleſh thus get the better of him ! 
Diſpatch. the tool her huſband—that were well. 
Who's there? . 

J. A man. bo 

Ren. My friend, my near oy „ 460 
The hoſtage of your faith, my beauteous charge, is 

„„ 4 OO 15 

af... Sir, are you ſure of that? W 
A | Stands ſhe in perfect health? Beats ber pally eren; 3 
7 Neither too hot nor cold? | „ 

ö Nen. What means that queſtion ? ah on 
L | Faf. Oh! women have fantaſtic conſtitutions, 
[ Inconſtant in their wiſhes, always wavering, 

{ And never fix d. Was it not boldly done, 

| Even at Sabah, to truſt the thing I loy d, 


. 1 


And vigorous as ine? een e F 
Nen. Who dares aceuſe me? DANY +" * 
Faf. Curs'd be he that doubts 1 | 

Thy virtue l J CSU a Meas," \ 

Were ] to chooſe u guardian of 1 5 

Pd pot ins iy kvepings e thee. 


Nrn. Know me! BEE} eee 
| Faf. Ay, know thee. Tberes ne flood ee 
| Thou lock ſt jut asthow art. Let us embrace. | z 
Now would'# chou cut my chroat, or ere hie. * | 
Ren. Vou dare not Yet) | 
af. You lie, Sir. „ a 
| | Ren. How | . Ea 4 4 I | E 1 
= : 1 e 1050 | 
| : Þ Enter Srinesa, Tur open, Euer, Wels, 
Doran, BromvEliL, and the rel 882 
Ken. Spinoſa, Theodore ! On. 1 
* The ſame. . 45 "7 8 oy 1 1 2 | SF gp : 
Ken. You are welcome. wr „„ 5 
. You are . . | 
| * Tis a, cold night, indeed; and 1 am aged ; ; 1 
Full of decay and natural infirmities :* [ Pier. re-enters. 


We ſhall be warm, my friends, T hope to-morrow. 
Pier. Twas not well done; thou out f have 
-"""ftroak*d him, 


And not have r ö 
Ja. Damn bim, let him chew ont. 5 
HFeav'n ! Where am T? beet with be "TOO 5 | 
That wait to damn me ! What a devil's man, | 


1 When he ** his nature huſh, my heart. 


III. 


; 


Ren. Bremveil. 
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Ren. My biendta.'tin Jake; 956 ale alt 
«© Where's Theodore? it Het en $4 5 Nye 
ag 55 eg 4440 . ir) 0 0 100 Ats 0 
0 Spinoſa. 1 1 iis od uf U 51 22226 
— Here. tolle d ; dogots bool h 
* tl 1 Gig aoitou 1093 om | 
Brom. I'm (mpg 513 Hun v 02 008 A 
Ren. V Durand and Babe. Rion bigt 25% 81! 
Dur. Command . r Hi all. a ver 11 
We are both prepar' d. Mold 5 Hud bas . ac 0 
Qmace AY 5 alk. ft birod tions 3 N 
Ken. “ Mezzano, Revillidoy's alqonsbooid £24 
« 'Ternon, Retroſi! Oh! you're men, I find, 
Fit ta behold your fata, and meet her eee 
To-morrow's riſing ſun muſt ſee you all | 
Deck'd in your begun. Are che oldies ar 270 ol 
Hier. e, wn aff ou ooodmm rol fi 
Ken. You, Dazed, with your thouſand, caſt — 
St. Mark's; you, Captain, know une. _— 


is to ſecure the ducal palace: ( Van, 


gRrabe, with an hundred more, muſt gain 8 
« With the like number, Bromveil, to the Procurale;“ 
Be all this done with the leaſt tumult poſlible,' "on 
Till in each place you poſt ſufficient guards: 
Then ſheathe your ſwords in every: 1 
Faf. Ohl reverend · erueltyl damin'd bloody 10 
Ren. During this execution, ys; acl 
Muſt in the mid keep your battalia faſt; / 02 = 
And, Theodore, be ſure to plant the cannon! 
That may command the ſtreets ; . whilſt Revillido, 
« Meſſano, Ternon, and Retroſi guard ou. 
This done, we'll give the general alarm, 


2 coir ri DTD v4 
Or with our cannon: (if it dare reſiff/ N 


Batter to ruin. But above all I charge you, e, 


Shed blood enough 3 ſpare neither ſex . nor age, wide | 
Name nor condition; if there lives a ſenator 
After to-morrow, though the dulleſt rogue ſont 
That-eer ſaid nothing, we have loſt our ends. 
If poſſible, let's kill the very ae ee 
Of ſenator, and bury it in blood. u. 546 
Mercileſs, horrid "APs blood enough 


Shed blood enough, old Renault! how thou dan lt 


+ has [nom on voy ! JO | flew it nom 


Rem. Do obe thing more, 15 then frewel, an 


fate il £ 4335 939} 1 Ain ine Ai e on ” 4 


Joi dh des ten Hey 900 
| Firſt let's embrace. Hear n knows who next hal 


us en o 144 


ex. | 100 this 1612 FOR?! b te 4 115 9 „1 


Wing ye together; Walleenebe n, 
We wear no common ——— fron + 95 4 


Let each man think that on his ſingle virtue 
Depends the good and fame —— 1 42 


Eternal hondur, or perpetual infam y. 


Let us remember through what dreadful vn 


* Propitions fortune hitherto. has led us: 


Ho often on the brink of ſome ene 
Have we ſtodd tottering, yet ſtill kept our "A 


66 $0 well, that the buſieſt nn ne'er could * 


low: 12 2 15 nn * 7 14155 


<« Thoſe ſubtle tracks, which rasa nan r 
You OS may —ͤ Wo E Th e 17 


2 27 
F 7 


4 (tins 197 3s; 4 . * 7 43 ” 4 4 B 


< 
mn 


1 


I've 23 and. wonder at hy vine. u T * 
„Tho“ there eee 

% and ruin, by offs if fo 34 2 141 45712 hr: £ 

« 4 not the, enge ld in full ſecurity, / 1 4 555 
Quiet and ſatisfy d, as fools 8 n 

6“ Never did ſo profound repoſe fore- run aK | 

_ © Calamity ſo great. Nay, our good fortune 

_ « Has blinded the moſt piercing of mankind, 

4. an the er er men moſt fi 


 pedtful,. / 
« | Conf the moſ} Gabtle: 2 wy 8 
« We live, my friends, and quickly ſhall our life. N 
1 Prove fatal to theſe tyrants.“ Let's conſider, L 
That we deftroy oppreſſion, avarice, 7 Y 
A people nuts'd up equally with vices 
And loathſome luſts, which nature moſt abhers, 
And ſuch as without ſhame ſhe cannot ſuffer. / / 
Faf. Oh, Belvidera! take me to thy arms, 
And e Peace! tor l an * 
bes to Lc t bat 1 [Exit 
Nen. Withbot * leaſt beider u lee relolve © 
With fire and ſword t exterminate theſe tyrants 3 q 
« And when we ſhall beholdithoſe curs d tribunals 
« Stain'd by the tears and ſufferings of the innocent, 
Burning with flames rather from Heav'wthan _ 5 
The raging, furious, and unpitying ſoldier © 587 
« Pulling his reeking dagger from the boſome 
« Of gaſping wretches; death in every —_ 3 
With all that ſad diſorder can ee n 
bo 'To make a ore of Oy then, 


n r 48 W 6 2 44 x5 1 


| | | 
Y 
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* Then ese eee ee dre iends, * 
| © That there ig nothing pure upon che earth; 
5 *'Thavthe moſt valu d things — - 

„ And that in change of all theſe — ih 
Under whoſe weight this wretched r ee 
The means are only in our hands to crown them. 

8 And ee ee above, that e reo 
1 pieibus 209 2695 ee - A979 17 v; 
To \ gallant minds, record this cauſe Mac 

Ren. Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we with 4. 
Should there, my friends, be found among wah one 
Falſe to this glorious enterpriſe, what fate; 
What vengeance were enough for ſuch n \ 


— without — * | 


aſter.” ISS S- AC 135 
Ren. Let that be r e her T and, | wt. 7 
Lifted by fate among her darling fons, | Goo 
Tho? I had bst only-brother; dear by We: 
The ſtnicteſt ties of nature; e 
One only love, and that but of each other, 
Still ld our minds: could I have ſuch a mand 
Jois d in this cauſe, and had but ground to fear 
He meant bul play 3/ eee en e drop frm 
1550 Wet To cont Ne n 2 
If dot hazard al „ 
Ad ſtab bia to the heart before you. We, 
"mn „ ee sn e Pier, the 
ine 5 2 
. You're gde me, ie en er ths hard 
JJC 
As if twere — for my ſake : : 


| 


za 


I. 
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Am Ithe ling yo fear? Here, here's my hoſom, 


Search it with all your ſwords. Am Lawator? 
Nen. No: but I fear your {ate commended friend 
Is titele leſs. Come, Sirs, tis non / no tim 


To trifle with our ſafety. Where's this later? | 


Sin. He left che I e gu 
r O07 n 
Nen. Nay, there is danger in him: SO Os 
During the time I took for explanation, 620 
He was tranſported from moſt deep attention” 0 * 
To a confuſion which he could not ſmother, - | 
His looks grew full of ſadneſs and a 8031 
All which betray d a wavering ſpirit in him, 
« That labour'd with veluctancy and ane DF 
What's requiſite for ſafety,” muſt be done 


With ſpeedy execution; heremains | +, 
Yet in our power: I, eren ben. FA 
A dagger 
P 4. Well An 41 ae ne a 
Pier Wheret Rohan $36 308 dor 05-46% 
Ren. Puriedia b W dib 02 it wo Y 


Pitr. Away; we're 8 8 
No more of this, twill breed ill „ 1 1233 ; 
Spin. Let us N ad ſearch-tho 
| ks.” | 
Pull him from be devkibals/whinecha-Gip beeubing 


Oi er his cold fears, and each man kill his ſhare of him. 


Ner. WhO of eh ? 1 ho's en ed ale 
t ee ads taht 


That's dear to mot W or * Sir 6 
What, not one ſpeak! how you. tand gaping ay : 1 


r 
_ I 4. 2 8 
— — K al] er ²⅛ ) W B 3 n 
1 : 9 2 a K 
\ OILS IE * n * 4 
* \ * 1 
- 


— — — em eg—mo—eoanpa r „ IT 
** N » * a wo 0 


"DH. 


Yet not r i {Then — PU tell you a . ; 
. r eee nere virtue [ 7 Ren. 


. up thy — old man 5 


Thy hand ſhakes at it. Come let's heal his breach ; 


i 
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W 


I am too hot, we yet may all live friend. 
Ain. Till we re Gs ur edi can 


"Fer." et Wie?? 6E 


The, Lane wort 1 61 ad. ee 
Ren. (26-9: be 6 e ee 

Ren. ue are wy fide? 5d of, þ 
Spi. Every hone ſt ſword. wart | 


Let's die like men; and not be ald like 1 | 

Pier One ſuch word more, by Hearta fh 
ſenate, 
And hang ye all, like dogs, in clufters.| 
Why weep your cowad ſwords half out dein ſhells a 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine? 
_ fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

„. Go to the ſenate, and betray us! haſte! 

Fee life; we We 
Leſs than thou darꝰſt be honeſt. : 

Pier. That's rank falſhood. 


Fear ſt not thou death! Fie, there's aknavic itch. 


la chat ſalt blood, an utter foe to ſmarting. 

Had Jaffier's wife prov d kind, he d fill — true. 
Faugh how that ſtinks! thou die, thou kill my friend i 
Or thou or thou! with that lean wither' d * 
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And meet to-morrow wherc yött hoti6ur calls you. 
I'Þ bring that man, w whoſe blood you ſo tuen wirt 


2799 for, | 211 yiolsd 250 Huey 
And you hl! e him v We tor yOu Baya © -1 
Hence! hence, I ſay. [Zit Real ng rr 
Spi. I fear we've been to blame, F 75 
And done too mucecg 7 
The. « *Twas too far urg'd againſt the man you 
lov'd. b 
Rev. .* Here take our ſwords, and cruſh them with 
your feet.” 


Spi. Forgive us, Ghent friend. dend 


Pier. Nay, now. you? e found 
The way to melt, and caſt me as you will 


« I'll fetch this friend, and give him to your mercy: x 


« Nay, he ſhall ay if you will take him from me. 


« For your repoſe, I'll quit my beart's beſt jewel; 
But would not have him torn away by villains, 
6 Pry ite ful villany.. . a e. 1 5 0 
% No, may yon both . 1 3 ee, 3 
6 25 ever live, and fll the world w Ry fame. . mam 3 
Pier. * Now y are too lige, When, nce folk all. 


this diſcord ? mo ” 1 7 5 ala * wy 
| Oh, what a dangerous precipice have, 5 d pb = 
How near a fall was all we'd long be cen by Tl A 
What an eternal blot had ſtain 'd our giartes, 
If one, the braveſt and the beſt of f men, es oc 0: 


Had fall'n a facrifice to raſh Tuſpition,, . E 
Butcher 'd by thoſe, whoſe cauſe he came. to e heriſh.!. 7 


« Oh! could you know bim all, as 1 haye : knqwa, | 


him; 
« How good he is, how Jul how true, how brave, 
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« You Id. a6 leans, this ule, ddl „nn had hea 


vs him; nt bool node e and it! 
4 Humbled yourlelve es before him, kiſs'd his feet, 


« And gain d remiſſon for the worſt f follies,” Box bo N 
Comg hut to-meorraws, all your daubjs ſhall end. 
Am * your loves, me better recommend. 30% 

ve preſerv'd your famer and; 1 . BY, friend... 


ain — an u et ates En. 


ay 
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og * 4p © dg by 7 Mad. 


Matkinks I youd i ſome 1 _. 
age e Ok, * 8 
3 We 19 we wandering ? N ; 5 ; | , f L 
"Bel. To eternal hogour.- | i= y 5+ . 
To dy a deed ſhall chropicle iy a 1 
Among the glorious fegends of thoſe few 7. 
That have 90 bang n ugtions, T _— eg 
Shall be the future long of all the wr . 
Who by thy piety tar oe Nes ga 2 0 5 
Prod Boer Jö; ftrect © © 
BalF be adorn'd with Ratues to thy honour 1 


Aud let ux dagger de fes bloody oee. 


aer vr. Ie e * 
And at thy feet this great inſctption ri , iften; % 


Rememben him ubus prop abe cult o Due 
J Rather, remember hi; whoy” aftör al! 


The ſacred bonds of oaths; an nber dali, 
In fond compulſion to a uma che n er 
Forgot tis maubo od) virtue,” truth, and dosen, Ss 
To ſacrifice the boſs neee Nen v 
Why wilt mou damn me :: 20 
Bel. Oh, inebnſtunt man Þ 25) Ss nud 
How will 5 promiſe; — late! 00 
Do, returns back; replace me iu my bondage) gg 4$6.} © 
Tell all thy friends how dangerouſly thou Iov'ſt r 3 


. 5 


1 Oh! that a 7 Jaffier, how twill 
ho Struck"thro''7 my hearts dreneh d in my dlood! © 
| u ey, 2349159 deen brdgn ad T 

« Whilſt theſe poor dying eyes ſhall wiel cheir tears | 

No mote torment theey” then viral defies 
Or if thou think'Kit Ucblerz Tet me tive, ,,,. 
Till I'm à victim to the hateful luſt eee & er 1 
Of that infernal devil, * that old fend, 
« That's damnud . and would: e mit 
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Laſt night, eres, e Wiel leben 


| 25. Name it not 3 cih im 152 Wa ” 
It ew a beaſtly ĩmage v my fancy, vid art _ * 
Will wake me into madneſs. Oh, the villvio ! 

© That durſt approach ſuch purity as thine PD 1 


« On terms ſo mie h Deſtruction, ſwiſt deſtrucion, 


« If I forgive him ! If I not revenge Z 


is 
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4 With utmoſt rage and moſt unſtaying. karg; 
* Thy ſufferings; thon dear darling n 
Bel. Delay no longer then, but · to the be, 
Aud ell dhe diſmal'f ſtary Sher utter G on 
Tell em what pppd f i 85 
Have been prepar'd : how near's the fatal hour. 
Save thy poor country, i fave the reverend blood. 
Of all its nobles, which to-morraw's dawn 97 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed. * Saye the eee 
Of all chaſe little infants, which che ſwords 
bow Of murderers are whetting for, this moment. wt 
M Thipkhonglready; hear & their dying ſtreams 3 | | 
Think that thowſee'ft; their fcliraced mothers, K 
Knegling before/thy-feet," and; bagging pip: 
« With torn diſkevel'd hair, and ſtreaming COW 
Their naked e breaſts; befmear'd wi 
_ 21:2: bloods: 1 ag 25 uh 200g 1 ie * 
1 4 755 the milk, wich which thein fondled. babes | 
« Softly they hald, droppiag-in anguiſh from em: 
« Think thou ſeeſt this, and then conſult ee. 
4G Fal. Oh boi bio a % **: db 1 8 
; 24: Bel Think ans, Thiak too, if you loſe this preſent minute, 
What miſeries the next day brings __ 
Imagine all the horrors of that night : 
% Murder and rapine, waſte and r 1 
1 Confus'dly raging “ Think what, re- 
My lot ; the raviſherimay then come .es 1 7 
And, 'midft the terron of the public ruin, | 
Doauamn'd deed ;- perhaps — . 
ba. . weden aj eee. 
« Thedearreveng that's due to ſuch a wrong od 
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Fal. By all Heaven's powers, . truth 
dwells in chee; 


For every word thou felt, firikes thro? my heart, 
“Like a new light, ' and/ſhews #7 how? t has wan- 
der d,“ Abi . 

Juſt what thou'ſt made mes tabe me, naue, 
And lead me to the place where Im to u; 
This bitter leſſon; where e ae I 


My truth, my virtue, conſtancy: anch friends. 7 ae 


Muſt I betray my friend? Ah l take me 


Secure me well before that thoughts renew d 887 


If I relapſe onte more, alls loſt for erer. 
Bal. Haſt thous friend more dear than Belvidera? 
Jaf. No; chou rt my foul it ſelf j"weakty friend. 

ſhip, honour, / $4) | od Ht v: en 3 Av 10 


All preſent joys, and earneft'of all aver io 


Are ſumm'd in thee. Methinks, when — 
„Thus leaning om thy breaſt, one minute s möre 
Than a long thouſand years of vulgar hours. 
Mhy was ſuch happineſs not given me pure? 


1 Why daſh'd with cruel wro — N and bitter wart». 


ings ?”? 


Come, lead me forward, now, like ; a tame 415 


To ſacriſice. Thus, in his fatal garlands 


Deck'd fine and pleas'd, the wanton „ and ae. 
Trots by thꝰ entiping flatt ring prieſteſs” ide, 


And much tranſported with its little ide, 41145 
Forgets his dear companions of the plain 
Till, by her bound, he's on the altar lain, 

Vet then m— _— ſuch | prom in he pai 
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_— nd! be gore there ? gh won's of.! 
Bel. Friends. C0100 
46 „nee „bes , Adee from my 
ſmendst 1.81. r o iq 444} * at 882 Xx 50 4 
Xt Ko dare bu ane le face f hell, dt 2 
———— ir een tus 1A 
1 r __ E ue An! / 
. Pour —— <=" 
Az. this late haur, and bring em to the — 
Women ng. n een ic o en. 
Faf- Sir, you ſhall be obry*ds vn! wits 
* rk brute, ſtand off. Bone af your, pale ure. 
"it Mme. OT x MET 7 a gr © trig? al 
Now the lot's.calky per aired Schr 
"ITY eo l To 2. * eee 
2 7 SURF 2078 novig for 2} >rniqqad cut ow $00 - 
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tf . 5 | : een 
5 An ing? Fo 40 on 1 4ryt Sa rn 8 
Hanz | | 
Nl bu ety; 8 I, b qo Brig 9% $14 
| The Sano, where app ig the! Duke of 
Vance, PRI, ener apes nec, -ol ned 8 


ator, *. ne e 0 ene 103 on nts; 
Ain T6115 | 


1 ſenators of Vene, 
Speak, why are we  alſembled here this night? 
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or. 5 4 , 
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What bawe hen wihlbem us df, veneerhs” | 
'The ſtate of Venice honour, or its "I 


l Could gc the" Rey” Le to n 


you, gun zs 502 24: on 


. theſe tears were © uiclels, theſe ſad tears 
That fall from my old eyes j bat there is cauſe 
We all ſhould weep, ep tear off theſe mh robety, 1 120 


And wrap ourſelves i in fackeloth, 152 n 
On the ſad earth, and cry Jobs to 5 Heav'n : n ” 


Heav'n knows, if yet there be ie an hour to cc _ 5 r 
Ere Venice be no 


All 8 oh wt 15 * n yore blood 
; IT eee has 1 ziftaapd ol i 3b 7 42 TO 510 


32 9 1 K 0 18. * HF 21 I 1 
e yery rin ol gap mh -eids-ficicg A 


| 1 4s 
Wabin this cit ty's form'd a i 0 e u 1 
To maſſacre us all, our _ and Ft ets join] 


 Kindretl a and Friends,” our palaces ang nd temyles OT 
8 0 lay 1 in alhes : nay, the hour too fix As. * 


The ſwords, for c 1 e drawn e en this mo- 
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"WH, Ain Want} 5 in une 
And the wild witte begun, From unknown bands. 
1 had this warning; 6 but, if we are —_ 5 
Let's not be tamely butcher d, but do * 
That may inform the world, in akter ; apes, _ 15 


Our virtue was not t rind, the' we. were. 1 
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"Of Two, prifogers have the guards and in tlie 
ene e Io auch 504d 

Who ay) — viinform: this reverend ſenate 
About the preſent danger. | 


©1893 bet Jad 121 Ws . 7 B10 3 


aeg un, Jarre c., Wa * 
P „ 3 10 TA by if 
l e Ae Wen, who ar 1 7 you? , | 
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* 41 1 47 bas 
RG: pithy Bs * OA nv SF 
Jar. Woacklevey meny.oh 210 "YR WY ans © 

Would deal ſo honeſtly, and own his = '® F i . | | 

Dae. Tis rumour'd, that a plot has been contrir' 

Againſt this 0 aud youve a ſhare in't too. r ; 
If you are u 5 is is to redeem your honour... 24 1 4 

 Vaſold che buch. ahd be reſtor' with mer 3 1 
n I fe wy hife awe 

Pak its 9310 ae te b Je be 48; 7 46} br 10 153 ö it : 

To all thoſe wretches, whoſe nd j dooms IP 

Alt fix d and TeaPa: * You fee me here dl you 

The ſworn and eig foe of Venice: 3. up Y 

But uſe me 48 f my dealings may d deſerve, We | IT” 80 

Aud I may prove 2 friend: words : 9H _ pr T 

Due. ThE gase capitalates;,” 10 

Give him the tortures, 8 . x Yi 

Jaf. That you dale not 282 1 Wa "qd 
Your fear won't let you, not the lon onging ch” 
To hear a ſtory which you dread the truth of: M 
0 


Truth, which che fear of Thiare fall ne'er get from 


. . 
— Ra” en ene e 


= 


„ eee, 


Into confeſſions : but a ſteady: mind 
Acts of itſelf, . 19 1 20 


| Give him the tortures Name but ſuch a thing 


Again, by heav'n I'll ſnut theſe. lips for ever. 
Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels, þ 
Shall: force a groan away, that you may gueſs at. 

« Ant. A bloody- minded fellow. SR eons + 


A damuid bloody-minded; fellow. - 


Dull. Name Jour conditions. F 

- Faf.. For myſelf full pardon, vi" 
Me aaa Mende. | 
Whoſe names are here.enroll'd—Nay, let their 85 ime! 
Be ne er ſo monſtrous, I muſt have the oaths - 
That, in a full aſſembly of the ſenate Ls 
The thing I aſk be ratify'd. Swear this, .. 
And I'll unfold the or of yur ee. 

& All, We'll ſwear,”? W 

Dule. Propoſe eee 

Jaf. By all the hopes 
Ye have of. peace-and. appi 
OWear. 

All. We all ſwear. 8 

88 ee rar. N 
Ve ſwear? pr LY 

All. We 3 ia 15 

Taf. And, as ye kyop.che oath, it 


May you, and your poſterity be mus . 
Or curs'd for ever. 


All. r 9955 
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ee de anus and with't 1 
f 2 | gie Nas 5 tack. ; HATCH? 


Now, tate) 42» 12a 199 

« A Why wt a dreadfil. ec 

« threats is here IK nt your not ane of theſe 

« fellows hut has 4 face like: a lion. 1 dare not ſo 
« mich un rend tei names denn:: 

_ Duke. Give — arte matic 
To ſeize theſe men, dene, de Re 4 


© The paper intimates their repdetvens - 
+4 To be at te hou fs de de ., 
3 Wt Aquilina j' fee that place ſecur! d. 
Au What, wy'Nicky Navcky #- Hurry, cure 
= — @Njcky Nicky, whe plot=Pll . a _ b 
« Moſt noble ſeanve, àM 

« What headlong-apprebenſions aue an; 


Right, noh, wiſe and truly ſolid _ 
4 10 violate the laws and e E 24 
The lady is a lady of renuuẽmn 
_ 6 Tis true, ſhe holds a houſe of fair recopton 
„ And, tho” E-ſay*t'myſelf;/ as many more 
« Can fay, as well as 1 | 
« 2 Sen. My lord, long ſpeeches - 
« Are frivolous here, when 8 near us. 
We all well know your intereſt in that e 15 
“ The world talks loud on't. % 
Ant. Verily 1 eb, 
« I ſay no more 
Dale. But, hack he has ens 
« Himſelf concern'd, pray, Captain, take great 
So ca utio ni 


Sei: 


21 
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6 To treat the fair one as becomes her damn Her; 
« And let her bed · chamber be arth' with as 


To be out priſoner. Mo 
Faf. Would the 8 of death 


Had bound me ſafe; &er 1 bad known this minut ? 
« Pye done a deed will make my ſtory hereafter” 12 


| 0 [L lithout.] More 
room, make room there. wth 
Dule. How's this? guards! 


Where are our * e Shut up. the gates, the treg- 


me; 


fort's 


ys remembrance, bow ſhall 


Already 97 our Wars, N 


F ; 282 


it 


themſelves 10 loſe 


Where T may doxe but what Pre left of - "Ba 
Forget myſelf, and this day's 


« Quotetf in competition with all ill ones: 
The hiſtory of my wickedneſs ſhall run 
Down thro* the low traditions of the vulgar, . 4 

« And boys be taught to tell the tale of face 
_ Captain, withdraw your priſoner.” 7 


Faf- Sir, if poſfible, 


Lead me where my on own ; thoughts 
0 13 5 ; 


© ww 11 ; 
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ilt and 008 


Lappe peaſe thee? 


traitors * 


1 * 
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Enter Meer. DE 


Offi. My e wa ne ot 


Seiz d in the very act of conſultation; 
E 2 | 
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"Exit guarded. 
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Br Nadi 1 I'vcicotine, baer. R 181 
 VELLIDO, and other Conſpiraters; 1 8 


5 Fr. You, my lords, kt fathers, a 4 | 
(As: you are pleas'd to call yourſelyes) of . * 
If you lit here to guide the courſe of juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgraceful chains, upon the my - 

That have ſo often labour d in your ſervice? 
Are cheſe che wreaths of triumph ye beſtow / 
On thole, . bring you e * and ho- 


+  , nours? {4 
Due. Go on; 3 you, ſhall be — 3 7 \ | 
2 ot. And be hang d too, I hope.” 260 


1 * I've deſery'd for 


i Yeu battles with ag ty powers ? : i 
| | When winds and Teas conſpir d to overthrow yon; ; 
And brought the fleets 
7: +: 
When you, great "Duke, ſhrunk e in your 
palace, [I 
And ſaw your wife, the 1 plough'd, 
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours, 
| Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetians 
The taſk of bonour, and the way to greatneſs ? 
Þ ' Rais'd you from your capitulating fears 
| To ftipulate the terms of ſa'd-for peace? 


| And this my zecompence! if I'm @' traitor, 


ects of Spain 40 your own har- 


1 


a” 


Produce my charge 3; or ſhew nn dar; a K 
And brave enough, to tell me I'm a traitor. 
Duke. Know you one Jaffier ? LCemp. murmur: 
Hier. Yes, and know his virtue... 
His jaſtice, truth, his general worth, and FY 
renn a hard WO SNAP me firſt to love him. 


Fa ” 1 7 1 b. a} 3 4.4 1 wy 4 
as t YO” 8 nne 


wot Bug sli, Frits 2h 

See him thought forths , 91193 vor coal, 

Pier. My friend too bound nay + then 2280 

Om Habe has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall. 

Why droops the man whoſe welfare's ſo much mine, 

They're but one thing? "Ts NECES: N 
| Jaffier, | . 3; 92 


| Call us traitors. Art thou one, wy „a 85 


. 1b thee, Þ am the falſeſt, verieſt „ 


That e' er betray d a generous, truſting * 


And gave up honour to be ſure of ruin. 
All « our fair 5 which — was * bare 
crown'd, | 56196 odÞ 
Has his curs'd wigs Gerthrown. T59559 3% 360 DSAt 
Hier. 80, then all's over: 45 2 #7 er 17 1pad 
Venice has loft motor maar 1 my life." my 1 #04 


No more! Farewell! 1 


Dule. Say; will your * a Ny 


Of your vile deeds, and truſt the ſenate's merecy! 2 * 


- Pier. Curs'd be your" 1 i yer 8 _—_ 2277 775 ; 
tion: 14 ⁰¹ 0 u 24k 3 Wi 


Fhe curſe of growing actions e 


Still vex your ER ſhake IE Nr TY 
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make the robes of government you wann 
Hateful to you, as theſe baſe chains te me... 

Due. Pardon, or death 200 127 wo 10 ö 
Rr. Death | hotivarable n : wt yoo 
Ne „ Deith's'the beſt wing" we 445 or 21 can 

gie iin ann K 

No ſhameful bonds, V9 8 . | 
Dube. Break up the council. Captain, guard your 

priſoners. 

ler you 3 but cheſs mag wait for judgment, 

Pe... | Ee. all the Senators. 
| Pix ce where's a * me k'Þ 

ai my ſtra :: wed 77 

: e art Ame Pre ware had. 

To do the ſenate ſervice.” 


Jaf. Hold, one moment. 
| Per. Who's he ihe ve judgment of 1 
Preſumptnous rebel—on— - og _ 


Ja. By Heaw'n, you ſtir . 

J muſt be heard: Lmuſt have as 10 Ss 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile blow : - 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler juſtice 2 - 

But uſe me as thou wilt, thou can'ft not mites . 
For I am fallen beneath the baſeſt injarie:: 
Yet look upon me with an eye of imerey, | 

With pity ang with charity bebold me; 
Shut not thy heart againſt a friend's . | 

Bat. as there dwells a godlike nature in hee, 

Liften with mildneſs to my ſupplicatians. 

Peer Wat . an thou? eee 
cheat, 

That would'f incroach upon my hidden ears, 


— 


m. e PRESER E 
And cant'ſt thus yilely.?. Hence. know ther wor; 
* Diſſemble and be naſty.” Leave, hypocrite. 


Je, Not know me, Tierrg l % i an 1911s 
ANier. No, I know thee not What $6 abou? 


Hf. Jaſſier, thy zende thy once. . a 
0b 51 fend lig, 5 10 bat % ö 2 
Tho? now deſery'dly Den d nd us Amel hardly. 


Pier. Thou Jaffier! thou, my. ance. Joy'd valu'd 
feds. 0150 oo A od 24 0 AR 

By near us won ly ts dhe rn 'd, my rien 
Was generous, honeſt, faithful, iuſſ er 5 
Noble in mid, and im bis perſon Þoyely3/.! -. K 


Dear to my eyes, and tender to myſhentʒt: 


But thou, ame, bus, ll, ob con. | 
Poor, even in ſoul, and ſloachſome in thy alpe&};', 
All eyes mp ſhun thee, god; all hearts __—_— 
Prithee avoid; nor longer cliog chug ound ma. 
Lite Lomething baneful, that my neture's chill ae. 
Ja. I have not wrong d thee, by \theſe tears 1 
enoilnnobaveamgts!! wilt 3 bas Wow 5/77 2dr QP 
„But till am honeſt, true and, hope too, valiant 3 
« My mind till ful of thee, therefore: ſill noble. 
Let not thy eyes then un me, not thy heart 
Deteſt me utterly. Oh I loo upon me, 


_ © Look back, add ſee. my ſad}; focert ſuhmiſſon! 


„% How „ as een r [bur my 
bolom;s - ; mo - 

3 Foud of han eau en te Ubes T 

“What ſhall Id? what ſay, to mae thee Went 

Pier; Haſt thou not vrong dme Dar it thou call 
WET. {. thylalf 1 for Het nods wor! at 

That one hid, als find of wine. 20 9m N01 


| Ai Frear tho ae gas ce th 
chains? IM en - 
Whence the vile death . this mo- 
west mY zan soch wont] H ont 
Whevce this dihonouf; but From wee, thou falſe one : ; 

F ang 
1 r, What's"that?' ud 3. 15 oe nl 

4 if. To take thy life, on o fuck conditions 
The eountil have prop6s'd : "thou, eee, 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Pier. Life at my Hfe! Confeſs! record wy 
A villain; for che privwilege to breathe * ' 360 
ASPEN GOES analy,” & 062 2.0 
A diſoontented and repining {pirit, oa n! 
Barthenſome to itſelf, a fe yeats longer tA 
To loſe it, may be, at laſt;; in a lewd: ne 
For ſome new friend treucherbus and aſs 48 to 
L 23697 art! * e290? DP gone jon 5721 
No, this vile world. and I have long been beer, 
And cannot part on better terms than now. 
When only men, like thee, eee 

. By ulb that's juſt— „„ I 12 

Fier. Swear'by ſome other powers, 0 s 
For thou haſt broke that ſacretd oath: tod lately. 

y . Then, by tliat 5 I' not leave 

„„ 00 | 
Till, coy eat chown reconcil', b 
ne thy-reſenmmentdeabwith me. 

Not leavemneg ab 
af. No; thou ſhalt not force me from thee. 
Uſe were nl and fike a fave s Sone .. 


„ 


Aer lv. . VENICE PRESERVED: 89 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap wings · on urong s 
On my poor head; E bear it-all-withepaticnce I 66 
-Shall- weary out thy-moſt unfriendly cineltj: 380 
Lie at thy feet, and kiſs em, tho? theq ſpurn me; 
Till wounded by my ſufferings; thou relen. 
Andrraiſe me to thy arms, with dear lorgivegela. T 
Aer. Art thou not 1 1 fl boning on or 


1 


Ja. What? 96-1. on Wei 11 8 
Her. A traitor? „% whey yas N 


Jai. Ves. 71 — oqtib SI. Vat 1 4 »X * 4 
N A Villain. led Alis _ TS: 1:4 
Faf. Granted. ins 4 44 [oo - bf Ax: 8 


Pier. A coward, a moſt Aue vi- 
Spiritleſs, void of honour; one who has ſoldde 


1 everlaſting fame, for ſhameleſt liſe ! 


Ja. All, all, and more, much more: my faults 
are numberleſs. en mal 


like thine ? | FF ied * 4 
E” No; dis to eee 4 51 f BRN 
The ſafety of thy life was all I aim'd at, 


js 


x 19 141 * 7 it 


| I recompence for faith and truſt ſo/broken.: 


Pier. I ſcorn it more, becauſe preſery d by #5 
And, as when firſt my fooliſſi heart took pity. - 400 
On thy misfortunes, ſouglit thee in thy miſeries, i 


Reliev'd thy wants, and rais'd thee from the fate 


Of wretchedneſs, in which thy fate had plung'd thee, 
To rank thee in my liſt of noble friends; 

All I recei vd, in ſurety for thy truth,, 
ä and this, this digger; on © 


1 14 DD , i "tt 


90 - VENICE PRESERVED. Aer IV. 
Sin wich awonthieſs eee 
80 1 reftors it huet to thee again; 1b 
Swearing: by ab thoſe: . which, thay "wy -. 
e 
Never froemabäs ee be n eee 
| — — yn. / 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the world. 
Take it—farewel—for now I owe thee nothing. 
Faf- Say thou wilt live then. / 
Her. For my life, diſpoſe it 
50 as thou wit becauſe tis what Anu tir vie. 


©. 


Ws. 


"it e Hite Nom 8 
Ja. n e 79 


Bus languiſhaften thea and ache with gazing, = 420 
Ne. Leman. Nays then thus, thus Jehrow thee 
WT from mes; bande 

** curſes, great avia thy fa hood. ache [Zs. 

| Ja. Amen. FC 

i He s gone, my father, friend, gere, 

And here's ee the has leſt me: 

e lere e L Lie 25:97 0 . 

| This e WR cemembtr'd with this dagger, 

Ie n falemn vom oß dire importance; 

Parted with this; and Belvidera tagether. 

—: ive hz hgh nie 
No; II eſteem it, 48 4 friend's laſt legacy; 
Menſpre it up Witſtin hit wretched boſom, 

Where it man gi acqtainted-with; my heart, 

That when they:meet,: they ſtart not from each other. 
So N thinking -A blow ealld traitor, villain, 
. n e | fough 


Abr . VENICE! PRESERVED: 91 
« Oh I fora long found deep nf forge i.” 
Wong: 1070 denil lo ee 297 wand 1.3 


e 4 * el | 
Y nokia W claibas dunn 
2 Whither ee ol todd =» 
Where hide me and my N 233 
Where's now che — Foo aa 
Sunk into tembligig feats" und defpetation,”” 5 . N 


Not artig e ep e dar deat face 12 
Whick us d to file, en bf ny flndlts 3 1 e 
Bendißg 8 theſe miſerable” eyes on eafth, | 


Mult move in penance,” and fthplore much an 
Faf., Mercy! kind Heay'n has — endleſs 
bY | "ſtores, Re ig, ii 
Hoarded for thee, of bleſſings yet uutaſted: A 
« Let wretches, loaded hard with guilt, as 1 am, 
4 Bow with the weight, add gtoan Vion the bur- 
| then, „ 
* Eltep with & remnant of that Kizogeh theyve left 
Before the egen del of that e ve in- 
jur d. = 1 
bee Bader 4 "Phd the MAR, W 1 
E'er crawP'd « on enth. « Now, if chou Yirtue, " 


Eid 


S 5 


; me BR * a 
6 « Take me into 10 0 arttis, 1255 ſpeak. the words of 
OY ace a 


To my divided foul, thit val within we, A 2 
And om every ſenſe to my confulion ; 8 
« By Hear n, Pm tottering on the very brink 5 


« MA DM and thou art tall d the 855 4 left,” * 


* * * S % 
. * . * £ { J * 1 #7 1 * 


* . wt 


** 


el Alas Fknowthy ſorro n are moſt mighty: 
I know thou 'ſt cauſe, to mour 0 mourn, my 

8 Jaffier,, COT ET A | : 460 
6 With endleſs cries, | and wevetotaſing . 

« Thou'ſt loſt : T 


| Who, next to ches; was ll my. health rejoie'd.in, 
| Has us'd me like a llaye, ſhamefuſly us d me 45 ww 
T would break thy pitying heart to hear the ſtory. = 
« What ſhall I do Reſeutmegte indignation, 11 FA 
0 en. pity: e ** 7 how, L.ve 2 


Tolls 113 71 MH ITY a 522 


6 « Diftra& my quiet with che very thought on't, 

And tear my heart to pieces in my boſon... BY" 
Bel, What, has be done? g 

ad L hep N me, White 1 
% Bel. port Ay 


oft Is 


2 


24 


F : © hear j F 
4 « He has us'd n — b mY 25 . N 
« That, hen I've en told thee, thou wilt Bay loath me 


7421115 ; utterly... -. u” Jy 6 "Hits 45 1 
4 ho! vileſt blots, and Rains appear 3 me; 
Hut ſtill, at leaſt with charitable goodneſs, 
« Be near me in the pangs of my affliction ; | 
Nor {corn me, Pa as 4425 rr. 


ot io ; 
1874 


$1903 £: 


5  Speal. a pa ba 8 r 
F 
** O. 5 


92 VENICE: PRESERVED: AQ. 


”. 
9 


6 ; Bel, Tell n me. men 1 
F. Bear — Wy Peg: per n 
Oh, my dear angel in that friend, Fre lot | 
Er 2 
Strikes my ſenſe hard, and deads it in my brains! 
4 Would'ſt eee e Att 
« Ra Speak. win 5 tt s ort eat 
K © Jai. Before we. . 55 pry 2 
E're yet his guards had led how to Yi So 4 
Full of ſevereſt ſorrows. for his ſufferings, -N | 
With eyes od erſſow ing, and a bleeding heart, Hy 
Humbling myſelf, almoſt beneath my nature, 
As at his feet I kneel'd and ſu'd for merey, 
« Forgetting all our friendſhip, all the dearneſs, 
In which we've liv'd ſo many years together, _ 
With ar eproachful hand he daſh'd a blo -r ꝰꝰ· 
He — me, Belvidera 1 by Heay n, he ſtruck aig! 
Buffeted, call'd me traitor, villain, coward. 
Am I a Coward? Am I a villain? Tell me: „ 
Thodꝰrt the beſt judge, and W me, WE am ſo J 
Damnation! Coward ! ;;.:444 + 1! 


1 


Bel. Oh! forgive him, 1 % n a7 517 
And, if his ſufferings wound thy heart: already, 
What will they do to-morrow 2. e 

06 Ah! | 178%. 432 
Se Teo ol | on od! 0 7 ; 
When thou ſhalt ſee him fverch'd 3 i all nabe. 
Of a tormenting and a ſhameful d eat ; 
His bleeding bowels, and“ his broken limbs, 
Inſulted oer, by a vile butchering villain! 
What will thy heart do then? Oh ! ſure "twill * 
Like my eyes now. | | 


. : 


4 VENICE PRESERVED. 


M5 


4 
— 
*» — * 


t 


Aer iv. 
725 What means thy dreadful-ftory P ? 
Death and tomorrow !- Broken limbs und bowels ! | 
e Inſultet oer by A vide butchering villain! au 
« By all my fears; 1 ſhall Mart out ito matlueſs. 
© With barely guefiingy if heart's hid longer.“ 
Bel. The faithleſs ſenators, die they've becrecd it : 
They fay, according to our friends” ect, 
They ſhall have death, und nt eee 
Declare their ptomis d mercy all rene 
Falſe to their bätks, and deaf te interceſion, = 
Warrants are puſt-d for public denth to-morrow. | 
"oe Death! Gm Ore ee ee 

unpleaded'? ! 4 bas h 19 
an er kun 04 . we 2 
'To * cis 400 An r a i 
On d6 hot looks terribly pen ne ) 
How yout lips Halle; and fl ybur face eu 
War mem wy lobe? a dene 

. Leave e charge thee, eave * 

Strong temptations 
Wake in my heart. e at ig "6k 27 | "MY 

Bal. For What? auen e e 115 A 4 2 

| Faf. No more, bat Jewve ns. Do RE e 

Bel. Why? | 

. Oh! by Herbs. Low ri turf 

e, rr ric i nt f 

1 e F 
Nearibeſe cut bande ben wrroldupon tis! 


OR 2375 Yael 3.65 


Act IV. | VENICE PRESERVED. ans - 


Bu. Nog gona Sad: „ * 
Tolean thus on thy beeaſt, is ſaſdereaſe 
Than downy pillows, desk d with leaves of wag | 
Jul. Alus! hon duale ft not of the thorns di fu vl 
: 19988 * with: FITS WEE Xo e 1 0 1 A 5 ard i : | 
Ray 0 lag e eee: re 


ARE EONS toad gattngo mods . 3 1 
nne, 226? gels; on iÞ'es ont | 
Fal. Call to mind "BT ; : be 


What tent ee eee Abe 9 
mayor 41Gb nie onmiion mi gu¹id ha | 
| Beſichbab $3 ov nou arobiuta8 omondt Ani 
Jaf.. Where's my friend? my friend, thou ſmiling 
71 miſchief ! ITY 259 1 11 ng ys 
Nay, ſhrink 1 late en buen 
have led 8 - bai? 181 
When thy gail fic had cauſe ; for dire revenge 
Ia up, and raging for my friend. He groans ! 
Hark. how he groans ! his {teams are in my ears 
Already; ſee, they've fix d him on the wheel, - ; 
And now they tear him Murder! Perjur'd ſenate! 
Murder—Oh Hark thee, traitrels, thou * ove 
FT | this! £11 Bin A 
Thanks to thy tears, and Kare ae "hg 
W n des 1” 
asi 2 Lundin jor. . 
Madneſs cont ben hes. Come, thou n * 
; 1 bler, HAYVAlt 61637 1: en 22 4 
Fe nods 4 
*Tis thy oven citadel - Hahn ſtantl off. 


+ 96 1557 IV. 
at — 9 


Pi wink, ad ten de dee. — =o 4677 le 
$4 What means the orf! 
Of me, my life, and e ebe, 
Thou graſp'ſt at ſo? . Nay, why am I thus treated ? 
| tyre! gain '{ Draevs the dagger \and offers to fab Her. 
What wilt thou def! do not kill me, Jaffier : 
Pity theſe panting breaſts, and trembling limbs, 
That us'd to . thee 2 thy looks were 
„ milder, 1% Fs ie or HE 9% 
That yet bang heavy on my h wy 
And plunge it not into eternal darkneſs.” 
af. Know, Belvidera, when we parted 15. 
1 gave this dagger wich theeg as in truſty 
To be thy portion if I e' er prov'd falſe. 1 530 
On: ſuch condition Was my truth believ d- ral 
But now tis forfeited; and muſt be paid for. 
marr rb uot N Shi [Lend 0 flab Ber again. 
Bel. Oh! Merey !! ven 402 WY * $1 "ol 3 
4 2 been arc 1 FRO 1 Word; 
te b vw EE, Pr if Ie bund, onde bo 
:W bile-thes I'cliag about thy oruel neck, * 
Eiſs thy revengeful lips, and die in joys 
Orne then any I can gueſs: hereafter.) dT 
, Tram, I am, a coward, witneſs Oy 4 
. Witneſs it, earth,” and every being witneſs: 
-"PTis but one blow yet by immortal love, 
1 cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 
H eue dbu the dagger; and embraces ber. 
1 ſeal of Providence is ſure upon the 


* 9 
8 


* 
5 


r. 


ra 
Oh ! thou n _——_— Ir 
By all the power that's gi ven me er my ſoul, 
By thy reſiſtleſs ters and conquering ſmiles, + | 
« By the victorious love, that ſtill waits on thee ;??  - 
Fly to thy cruel father; pe ee Lame Bal 
Or all our future quiet's loſt for ever. * 
Fall at his feet, cling round his rev rend knees, 
Speak to him with tliy eyes, and with thy tears, 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead mature in ee * 
. Wan th arms, torture —— 
alu Pagrptodw eite 2199 uam ip 53:45 1 | 
Nor _—_— prayers are granted, ſet fas 
But . him, as thou * e e 2 
",419t0010* 2 en dul oon ob beod ET. 


: .þ ; 3 4 NN * 4 8 4 b 7 | * FN * 
r 2A AR WT, D A* NAA \$..4 4 NN 


e e ee e Ma , nn,, is > ph, ate ts 3 2 
iT 2 113 ;f A A 85 nis yer: . ain JR 
Rd . © "* ; 5 bd 4 1 * 
CI FO k us 206 93 3354 £ En FT, Ys 9 ir 205 BET 
ACT F. SCENE ot + 64 
» 23 os fag < 
F 15 + #% 2 
— 1 r 5 1 ps 
5 * ; 3 
: , e OH 7 © MT 
WO730 HE) Butt N 
N Enter P 6 
Priuli-/ nter 816. 


$9613 b 31 919 #0931 ve K 28 N vor had 


"YO 
$4 16 405 Foy 2 17 Pri. arora A a» 


Wer, cruel Hear'n, here my 1 days, 5 
Been lengthen d to this ſad one?, Oh 1, alen. 
And deathels jnfamy is fallen upan ne 
Was it my fault? Am I a traitor? No. * 

But then, my only child, my daughter wedded ; 
There ace ay * and a diſeaſe 


1 - n a 


„„ 


2 . — ů ————ů—— * ——— 


— 


—  ———— — 


* 
— * — — —ä— — — — — n . — — — 
— — — — 


— — 


— 


FIR ' a e — r { 7 2 Y 
* 4 
"I p 
. 1 
* 7 ; 
| | Aer. 
— 


| ION — 8 ld 140 
To make'itrot'anditmike toaftevages> 7 
< Curſt be dhe faul minute when L got her:; gn vil 
Or wou'd that Vd been any thing but wan, 
And rais d an iſſue which Laaer ee 
Oy pod "WE" 19 5 167 T6 oth | $974 « 157 r 4 e 

„ DNegenerate fromm thi virtues-of their father:: 
The vileſt beuſti are happy im their offapring⸗ 
While only man pets traitors, whores, and ns 
1 Curs d be 1 e 
eps l nol en tick wrongs 7: 


Lay gon wr deep en mine 19 2 be bea. 


Re Dates, iu a 15 mourning 5 


5 ttc * eee. beer. 1g wag; — oe j 
— WES: 62 9 — 2 dns, e as 


Bel. He's ; there, my father, my my inhuman father, 


That for three years has left an only child 20 


Expos d to all chb'0dnages of _ 
And cruel run. 
By ,* What child of forrow 3 
An thou, thateameft widpt in . ut eds of daes, 
And mov ſt as if thy ſteps were tow'rds a grave ? 
Bal. A wretch who: from the very top of * 
_._ nels 
Am filPs inte dhe Io went epths' of miſtty, 
And want your pitying hand t6 ralſe we bp aj 1 1. 
Fri. Indeed "Thou ta f «thou dacht t 


| Jos TOMS R err v9: 2s. 
46 * TY) 17 Tr ht Fory Why Te Tok kr: 4 

| kelp t ee! 1 WELLES © 3 4.4 
e St el out books 8220 V Nat I 


— e's — r 


* 


* | VENICE PR ERVEL 
Bel. En 

«The world 100 ſpeaks you charitable ; dls. 
« Who ne'er aſk'd alms before, in A rope, 

9 nnn Mic ; bas ane J: 
* For What? 100 M4 20 81 bly His r 1.40,” 
Bel, Oh well en this voice « frangy 

e 0092. 

« Conſider tog hey beggars; once d o 
« A caſe like wine, ne line will gouhens: hs v> 

Pri. What would'ſ thou beg for ? 

Bel. Pity and forgiveneſs. — i ee 
By the kind tender names of childland father, .-" 4 
Hear my complaints, and take me e love. 

Fri. My daughter "Mo „ fd me. vt 

Bel. Ves, your daughter, „ by 0 

_ 4 Virtuous and noble, ate you honour 1 
Obedient to your will. kind ta wur wines, 
« Dear to your armis- By all the jo dec de een, 
When in ber linen Fears: the: wd ured trea- 
nn ſure, „ in Dar er 545; DIAS. 21% | © ** 
« Look kodks 0 067 1.24 my e 
incaments. of her's. you've ee, 
Pleading the, cauſe of yout poor eaſt off child. 
„Fri. Thon art my daughter. ih den 1 36:0 * , 
1 Bel. Yes” —nnd you've ot told me, 
With ſmiles of loye and chaſte — 
much reſemblance af-my se 


F 3613. « CY 1 by 1 0 V | Di [tr WW 72 » 74 c * 
it r r 1 
« _ been too bleſs'd. Thanh 1317: 


% Bel. Ney do niet call to mei ;T T ß 
> My diſobedience ; 3 but Jet puy enter Mi 3A 60 


F — ED Av. 


« l your heart, and quite defuce th” impreſſion. 
40 . could you _ how minie's perplexed, what 
Ee ornle bile pon 0077 » 
10 ee and Aeſpairs anna pigartwichis e, 
„ Oh! yeu would take me in your _ dear arms, 
W n Wang? RENE et ou young 
one, e 
ce To ts ae bing 
From the er gar lun de jt, 5 
e breaking. 236.5 9 W n 
\ Pris. Don't talk . at ien dons wo; * 
, . Yes, I muſt; and wenn ber too. 
I _ WO * Sr $244 DEE ef UAE Fett 21 
| Bel. Oh t- 0 b 140 K e A 
He eee, you. 
On any terms, howe*er he deals with e. "in: 40 4 
i. Ha What means my child? e 
% . Oh! there's but this ſhort — 7 
cc Twixt me and fate: yet ſend me not with . 
Down tb grave afford me ose kind bleſſing * 
« Befvre we part4 Juſt take me in your arms, 
And recommend me with a prayer to Heay'n, 80 
% That I may die in peace j and when uy _ 
"= Pri. How my ſoul's catebhd! 2 
Bal. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear aſhes r 8 
«© She would have pity d me, had fate Werd be her. 
Fri. By Heawazmy aching heart forebodes much 
4 miſchief! FB Mid cot 05 Abe 1 
« Tell me thy ſtory, for Pm fil ay fate. . 
69.8 Bel. 0 ibo Wo 


* 
N 


acr v. e PRESERVED. | ꝛ0t 


i « Pri. Speak. „ About! _—_ b 2% 
| | a 7 Bel. No matter. | #407 : ad ; 60 An 
: 4 Pri, Tell me: | 0 
| n bleſs'd Heav'n, * how — oer with 
| 5 fondneſs. Hr 
4 Bel. 1 


„ Pri. Uner't. ia? © e en 
Bel. Oh! my huſband, my dear huſband, 
Carries a dagger in his once kind boſom, - th 7 a 
To pierce th hear of your por Rabatte. 145 5 

Fri. Kill thee! 

Bel. Yes, kill me. When 10 paſted he % | 
And covenant againſt your tate and Is: 100 | 
He gave me up a hoſtage for his truth: 41 
With me a dagger and a dire commilſion, - OO 
: Whene er he fail'd, to plunge it thro this W 
I learnt the danger, choſe the hour of lorce 

"F* attempt his heart, and bring it back. to honour... 
85 Great love prevail'd, and bleſa d me with ſucceſa! 
$ He came, confeſs'd, betray d his deareſt friends 
| For promis'd mercy. - Now they're doom d to er 
Gall'd with remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
0 If they are loſt, he vows t' appeaſe the gods 
| With this poor life, and make Men. 


Fri. Heawns! ah 
Bel. Think you « fow what pad tur lt pare 
| ing: 
h „ Think you beheld him like a raging he, 1 ne 
4 Pacing the earth, and tearing up his ſteps, _.. | 
« Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the TY | 
Of burning fury: think you ſaw his one hand 


« Fix*d on my throat, whilſt the extended other 

« ' Gralp'd a keen threat'ning W "Oh! . was 
„ thus 

We laſt embrat d, when, trembling 2 elde 
« He dragg d me to the ground, and at my boſom 
« Preſented horrid death. Cry d out, wy friends, 
bi Where, are my e 7, tors. | ”m_ | d, threat- 


_— e, Si 
« For yet he loved; 454 hay tear Wie pere un me 
Te this leg Wal ef ethers pr. 


„ That dat dear a8 ſhould do >" un 
Eo» > HP hee,” * bow 589! TOC Pag N 
If I was ever chen your carey "iow Yu me; 
Fly to the ſeniits, fre the promiy'd fives | 6 och W 
Of his dear friends; ere e 3 
Pri. Oli inp HeaH!'s Comfort! 1 8 "ot 5 131 
Ben Will vba net, why father?” RT FIR eee 
Weep dot, but anker me. ie eee 
ͤ . nn 
| F 0 POINTE 
Canft'thou forgive me All my folfies paſt ? T.. 
IU henceforth be indeed a father; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, ber cheriſh _ 
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds — 139 
| Dear as theſe eyes that weep in 252 0 er tee. : 
Peace to thy heart. | Fare wel. 
Bel. Go, and remember, 


6 fear not death; but cannot bear a thing Fr 
Ready 4 


Tis Belvidera's life her facher you "Y 
„ Eros pore 


z 
. BY 3 
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e 19! Nn le Re; 400, einn ee 2-407 
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0 44 A 7 # * , 
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* 1 CUM * ! cn 
% Signor Priuli, my lord prial, =o (7 my "1 
* my lord. Now we lords leve to call one another 
« by our titles. My lord, my lord, my lord, —Pox 
© on him, 1 am a ford as welt as he. And'fo let 
him ſiddle PII warränt him Nets gone to the ſe» 
4 nate-houſe, and III be there too, ' ſoon enough 
«for ſomebody. "Odedihere's” a tickling fpeech 
bout che 9 1 I probe there's à plot with a 


„ Sbermce-vond I had it without bob; ler me 
| fee WE HWY * 1 as GE tft hos. # » 


Sen 1 
r 4 un * 


« Moſt reverend Pull 8 i 


That there is à plot, ſurely by t this tne man 
4 that hath eyes or underſtanding in his head; will 
* preſume to doubt; *tis as platt as the light inthe 
* cucumber no hold there cucumber does not 
« come in yet— tis as plain as the” tight i in the ſun, 
or as the man in the moon, even” at io0h-day. 
It is indeed, a pumpkin-plot, Which, juſt as it 
« was mellow, we have gathered, and how we have 

gathered it, prepared and dreſſed it, Tall we throw 
it like a pickled cucumber out of the window'? Not 
« that it is not only à bloody, horrid, exeerible, 
% dxminable, and audacious Plot: but it is, as 1 may 
« {6 Tay, a fancy plot: and we all know, moſt re- 
« yerend fathers ; that which is Giuce for 4 'goole i is 
« fauce for a er : therefore, I fay, as thoſe 
« plood-ihirſty ganders of the conſpiracy would have 
t deftroyed us geeſe of the ſenate, let us make haſte | 


- 


: 
— 


A | VENICE PRESERVED. des v. 
v to deſtroy them; fo L humbly move for hanging 


« Hah! hurry durry, I think this will do; though 
10 de eee at lirft, ri the fun ſy we 


74 
ro F A : 75 2 * * 7 0 r e 
wal Yi brol * Vere. $5 {16 1444 2101 * 1 1 lune nie 
radzons ono lle Enter be, | 
* £7 


we : 
} T LY IF Þ 
2 . — 


* = el * 
Ahe . 8 8 
Au. Nacky, my dear Nacky 3, morrow, . 


«odd Lam very briſk, very merry, very pert, very 
« jorial—ha 22 aa—kiſs me, \Nacky ] how. doſt thou 


. do, my; little Oy nes, * me, 1 fay, 
Wan, kiſs me. dt 7 ” 5 A 1 .480 


« ang you, Bir. 3 2 


ns ff Mot. Haity taity, it is fo indeed 7 With allmy 
heart, faith—Heys then ap go we. W bey —tben 
nbi, dum eee 3 | 


298 93 5 
« Aqui. Do you labs 70 Seb in your bed! 5 8 

10 « Ani. About threeſcore 1 hence much r be 
* longs my dear. 1... len now 
3 „An, Yow'll be bang d, Signor. 1 
A. Hang d, feet · heart, pr ythee be 9 ; 
4 « hang'd quoth-a z that's a merry conceit with all my 
heart; why thou jok/ſt, Nacky ; thou art given to 

« joking, © Tit fear. Well, I proteſt, Nacky, nay I 


- «« mult proteſt, and will proteſt, that I love joking 
4 « dearly. And 1 love thee for joking, and I'll kiſs 
* thee for joking, and towſe thee for joking ; and 

« * odd, 1 have 2 e mind to take thee alc about 


'« Aqui. Kiſs me, Nacky ! hang you, Sir coxcomb; 


— 


Acer V. nnen PRESERVED. | Jos 
cc chat bulines for-Jaking x66; odd I have; and Hey, 
60 "_ up we go, w dN (ng. 
« Apui. See you this, Sir? [Drawe a Dagger: 
Wy O laud, a dagger! Oh; lad ! it is na- 
« turally' my averſion, I — endure the ſight 
* on't; hide it for Heaven's fake ; I cannot look | 2 
„rann hicle it, N 5 
« nn. + NY 5 It | 
.* Aqui. Ves, in N Til hide it. 1 50 _ 
. Ant. My heart! puns Pens, erben 1 
- blend 1 il it ! 6 ' 
© Ayu Yes, in thy. hearty thy throat, thou pam- 
«« TiiGu-haft help d to had my peace, aſt yu have 
| _ vengeance | 
On thy curs'd life, for all the bloody frames. 
{© The perjur'd faithleſs ſenate. Where's my lord, 
„My happineſs, my love, my god, my hero, 
« Doom'd by thy accurſed tongue, among the reſt, 
© T” a ſhameful rack? By all the rage that's in me, 
“I'll be whole years in murdering 0s. SN, % 
« Ant. Why, Nack y, . 
* Wherefore ſo paſſonate ? What hive I — 9 5 
„What's the matter, my dear Nacky? Am not I thy 
„love, thy happineſs, thy lord, thy hero, thy ſenator, 


| 60 and every thing in the world, Nacky? _ 421 
| * Aqui. Thou! think'ſt ou, thou art fit to meet 
pr. 


| « T6 beat: the eager claſps of of my embraces 2 
| Gixe me my Pierre, or— 
; 


F t 


- 


uch PRESERVED. Bar. 


3 YR Win hots tobe hang, lice Nacky 5 | 
Tuts d up for tuenſan and fa ſarth. child. 
W Thou ly 'ſt; * * thn th 
| hellifh ſentence, 95 
838 eee 
N 
* At. Ah! TIM Wot Haz 1 
« Aqui. OT lt his . * 
_ « Swear at my feet, and tremble ati my fury. 
* A Id dw if the wonkd du kick u leide 
«bit one kick now, au h h h. 0 Coal 
| * ene little 
** toes, ſiveet as eg © e, 8 e 
. „ 1 99 
« A How! «7 be 
e eee 
« that's ere Peng aa | 
” HOI: | U ect 
Au. Han bake. ay une ares 


t 


« ſhall be preſerv d and ſafe. 
Aqui. Or may this ork 
„ Ruftinthy heart, 
4 Mk," lating foul, TE 

* Aqui. Farewel. | i nt Lui. 

* e, Adieu. Why, whit a Ie madd, in- 20 
« veterate, termagant trumpet, have I been plagued 4 | 
« with ! Oh! hf Vet no more! nay, then I die, 4 


WI die—F'm d dead tt LY lime vie: 47 


Acer v. VENICE PRESERVED. - ey 
; r „„ TS „ 7 
11 5 ® n IEF Bl EEE TS . 25 
EY 6 | 
* * n th #4 7 7 £ fy 4 ! 
p "fe 3 © ts *3 by 1% ＋ 115 4 531 992 1 55 


—$08N@ 177. J B 39 7 Ba. 22 


1 "m | Wan we. 
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LAS in. 4251 We Ht » tr 723801 * 


oh Cardin. "Enter Jareizn, 


uf Fintt deftruttion Teize on all a wn 
Bend down ye heav*ns, and fiantivg' round this bath, 
Cruſh the vile globe into its firſt confuſion; 
ec Scorch it ith elememal tames to ole” e kin⸗ 
der, 93 7 N 9m woaat ü 

« And all us litt. den ns, fd meg, 
* Burn, burn 47 b thing : 'but Let Venice vale 
Hotter Ga 2 the reſt: Here idle hel, 026 
W 6 wot Fund let fouls hereafter 

6 Grban here,” in all thoſe Pale wien nie kel 


; now | 
CET TINT 1 2 1 N S wake Wend n nod 7 * 


; EY. 
By ee. N ba 


el. My F. 5 Tak Bin: 
I: 3 e, 


Bel. Nay, then * Joe my ruin, | | 
If I mit dite! Wool vel Ai 
« Rafe" No desire hs ee was 04 791 0 
« Thy father's i{vitit@ merk y came 880 lat. 
* I thank thee for thy 14h Houghy' un him 00/1 
„ But all my $66; berry, thuppy friends, 
* Have ſummons to e Black bo: 


20 * e $04 — 72 37 
„Aud yer T r eng 


: : | | Fe WS - 
"O13 * {3 —_ 


P ee ERR 
— * Y E * * 


— — er We” * — 
N — 


- « Bel. Then be "a next my FEY :; 
15 1 fee, thou haſt paſs'd my ſentence in thy * 
«And I'll no longer weep, or plead againſt it, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient patience, 

« Meet thy dear ny d Kiſh em When they wound 


ef 411 e 1 e ne 
me. 


3 but I beg thee do it 


WR lems gemorles /and when. thou giv't the 


; blow, e X . 
212 me With eyes. of: a when love... 8 480 
« And ſhew me pity, for *twill ſweeten j Juſt lice.” 

„ Shew pity to thee ! e Skis 3 
© Bel, Ves; mn. d when, thy hands, *, 

«.Charg'd with my fate, come wh. to the N 
« As thou haſt done a thouſand thouſand times . 


7 A por. br . 


2 « When our Ab king kava have 1 d to meet 3 
—— © 
4 And melting kifſes'ſeal'd bur lips oe; . 
When joys have left me gaſping in thy arms: 
4.80 let my death come a 10 not [TT 
OE” aut 7 | 
of Nay, Balviderd, do not hon my ee” 
Nor let the thoughts of death in aa 5. 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall demand, 1 
Wich a firm temper and unſhaken ſpirit. .. — 4 1 
Bel. Lill, whe, I've done On Pc ant 
Fel. „„ ot mm 
How long ist ſince that miſerable day WE, | 
We wedded firſt, Ef | 
Sel. Oh! hh 


Aer v. 


hen kinder 1 Hos) bath brought 


5 
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Ja Nay, keep in thyctears, e 
Leſt they unman me too. e uo caged ! kg 

Bal. Heawn knows, I. cannot aun] oc WH 

The e ri 127 r * 

The ſtreams Will fellow 47 t475 I ven ; + bi * 
. Come, III kiſs em dry + 0 wn 7 e 


Saſs 


Ze. Bur was t a miſerable day? 11 11 4 1 = 


 Tof- Au one., „ ant if he ee 8 

Bel. I thought it „ and you ve. often 

ws ſworn, 1 W e ee 

e In the tranſporting 3 af warmeſt love, 

6 YO. ſure you ſpoke. . truth, you've rern 
e T ee ere ut 
f eee a4 ie e e 
Bel. Then bz am I not curs d 90 f, e eee 
af. No, Belvidera ; by th ry we truth, .- 2 

I doat with too much fondnels. . A N 
Bel. Still ſo kind! „ 0 

Still then do vou lore mee 
Taf. Nature in her workings, 1 

Iseclines not with more ardour to creation, 18 1 

Than I do no- rech hee: Manger v 


14404 


„„ ee 
Since the . as I 8 13 . 320 

Bel. Then ſure yau will not curſe PS adul A 

Fal. No, LI bleſs thee. cry einn a6 His aon 
I came on purpoſe, Belvidera, to bleſs hee, 
| * now, I think, three years, we've liv'd together. 
Bel. And may no.fatal minute gyer part us, + 
Till, reyerend grown for age and. lovę, WES 
Down to one grave, as our laſt bed, together z 
There ſleep i in peace, tl an-eternal morning. 


— 

— 
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. 1 
11. 
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1 
4 * 
Is 
Tl 
Pa it! 
L 
1 
my 
1 
li 
e 
18 
1 
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wo!  VENICKPABSERVED. rv. 
de Zaf. When will that be? ns 5% * * Ft | 
«© Bel. I hope, long ages hen ess 219.1 
% Taf. Have L not hitherto; renn: 
0 * very ſears) ud thee with tender lee? 
* Did cer my. ſoul riſe up im wrath Wen thee? 
Did I e'er frown'when Belvidera ſmihd ? . { 
« Or by the leaſt unfriendly word} betray © - 
<a e Ons 


2 
5 FRO i Set 5 


” of Has my wach or ; have my a ger wan- 
Gm" emp 1 owed e | a; 
e ee 2-4-1 M N 
9 15 Never, never—I were the worſt of falſe 
„ Poe ſhould I accuſe hee. a QTY 
« T'own, Pve beet to too happy pear e 1278 
RBDe 
1 Did I not ſay, FOOTY buen thee 9 0 
Bel. You did. 5 os of 1:2 sf | 
, 34 
ee 2 — mob N 
With a comme! giving Rand: Tel pee, 4 _ 
Honour, and ſafety, always hover round her | 
Feed ber with pity; let her eyes tee te 
A ſight of ſorrow, nor ker heart xnow mori 
Crown all ber days with joy, e 
rn as ebene gn | and yk her” 5 
T's bear se e es b eur „ 
And cotnfort her wid hanged! a voor | ; 


Fa. _— tin $6 02 
* Py * 


3 
8 


Fe 


7% 22 * 1 * 


* 
7 


Airy veer PABSERVED. 1 
J Ves, for ever parting © os on 31 of afloteR |, 
I have ſworn, Belviderdy by yon bean, 30k A | 
Fhat beſt can tell how «pe re 
We part this Wee in ede 5 
Bel. Ol cal back Vun asg 24 Nen we" 4 
| Your cruel bleſs ;/ 440 with me an cur me. 1 
« e Why e eee e 
* Bel. Then hear me too, juſt Lo a: ; ib 25 5 0 
% Pour down your curſes on this wretched: addy 8 WW 
« With never-ceafing vengeance; let deſpair, bpb 1 
Danger and infatny; tay all, farrdund m; RN 
* Starve me with Wantings; let my eyes ne er fee 
« A fight of comfort, nor my heart know peace: 
« But daſh my dæys with ſorrow; nighes With hortors,/ 
Wild as my o thoughts now] abd ler loofe fury, 
«Th make me madd eg tf for What I loſ e, 
40 If I maſt loſe him. e en 4s: 
ION Ott tüirn and hear Wer ie Haig n "3 f 
af. Now hold; Heart, or never“ e * | 
4 —— 1 16 together, 
* By all our charming nights,” auc Joys nt SY 
3 NT vir 2-35 
Pity my fd condition; ſpeak, bare, 
To inne, Rakeodaa 
Bel. By We wits, chat now ing — 
neck, 
« « By this dear kiſs, and by re: thoukind mores 
By theſe poor ſtreaming eyes. re I; 382 
6 E Murter? unholc me 1 CA re p61 * y : 
By Are 3 _ 1 me 


* 


n [Draws li. dagger. 
To tis cans minute Pl not os one longer; IM 


112 
* Bel. Hold, 8 Sing be patient | 
de Hark, the difmalibell + ., | Chakng 446 

Toll out for death! I muſt dhe cell too; 
For my poor friend, my dying Pierre, „ 38 


He ſent a meſſage to require I'd ſee hm 


Before. he dy'd, and take eee, 5 
Farewell, ſor even ha Wh a 

Bel. Leave thy dagger with-wes os web iu 
Bequeath me ſomething--Not..one. 15 at panting; 


| Oh! my pour bauneinhen yilt hand r 


en out, looks back af bm. 


277 4 n 


J 1 ſlay. : An „ e tb vil . 8 
We have a child, as 5 a * 50 va © Eb > 


Be a kind mother to him when Im gone; 


Breed him in virtue, and che paths of honour, * 


But never let him know his father? s ſtor y;; 

I charge thee, guard him Ws FSR my 7 fe. 

May do his future fortune, 

Now nearer yet - . | Approaching eact 

Oh} that my arms were ginmed... "Mets 

Thus round thee ever! But my friend 1 my i 

| This, and no Maree... dey n ee. 

Bel. Another, fare another, 

For that poor little one. you've ta en "LS care of; 

| . giv't him truly. 1 
J. So now farewel. 3 rac vi 
—_ 9... 
7 Heavn knows ben 15 all good angels guard 
Bl All il ons fre bad ch of ma this mo- 


8 
ba FORK. 


f 
4 


„ Who's there ? | Kn fine ber. 
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Curs'd be my days, and doubly curs'd my nights, 
Which I muſt now mourn out in widow'd tears; 

_ « Blaſted be every herb, and fruit, and tree; 
« Curs'd be the rain that falls upon the earth, 
And may the general curſe reach man and beaſt,” | 
Oh ! give me daggers, fire or water: _ 620 


How I could * hoy "Sorts Ry 5 


waves * 96745 1 
Huzzing and . nd ee eee 
Till I deſcended to the peaceful bottom 
Oh! there's all quiet, here all rage and fury: 

The air's too thin, and pierces my weak brain; | 
I long for thick ſubſtantial ſſeep: Hell! 11 55 © 
Burſt from the centre, rage and roar Nez | 

RY Bt B00 CY ar ian fg FOR f 


ce Enter Pari, and 3 5 3 


1 4 1 
* e * [4 - 


Ni. Run, ſeize, and being * ſafely home; 
“Guard her as you would life: Alas, poor creature! 
« Bel. What to my huſband! 1 enn me 
quickly? 35 ed gw»: 
« Are all things ready; Shall we die n | 
« gay not a Word of chis to my old father: 
6% Murmuring — ſoft OO e ſpringing | 
r iont mm yatu 
« Lutes, bande, fate EP fant; 5 
e230 L Exeunt, | 
tet tua 8111 2500179 20 Hf Ae an brit EuR ” 
in ie, Bind u Sar r nn 
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Sites Abe a gglg eee 


the Execution of PIERRE; then enter gem, PIERRE, 
and "wg ee ben ann eu 
Rabbl. on phe P as Fa * 574 2 n . 1 1: : 


— I , « 15 1 * 1 , 
4 - 13 Fo : * 


% 7 
1111 £445 f © STEELY 


« Off e om — all by» make 
© roomitar rating f El nook © 
« Fri. Whyrare ger" e 840 
0 Pier. Why you fo 2:5 rv has 2 poor 
- © wretch can t die in peace, - 


bias k 7 


of 


$54 x - 


« « But you, like ravens, will be croaking round him— 


Vet Heavin —— | hg 7 on 
ee Par. 1 wil thee; Heath und I N 


© Eneferbroke-peace withi't yer, by — 


©: Rapine, or perjury, on mle:deveiving yp 
4% But liv'd in moral juſtice towards all wen: 
< Nam a fſoe'to tie moſb ſtrong believers, 


or deer hay fark cute mc. 


% Hi I an. al-feeing udge— e . 0 
* Pier. You ſay my conſcience !' 


„Me ay accuſer ;. I have feaceb'd 4 con- 


W Aaftience, | 
4 400 find no records there of crimes that ſcare me. 
«Fri. Tu Rrange, you ſhould want faith. 


"+ # 1 4 
x * * 
1 * 4F * 4 * x LN «© 2 * 4 
n 
8 F \ 
* 


| * My een d. d, D ThE 
d of it's-nobler vigour; then when baited 

« Down, to obedient tameneſs, make it couch 
And new ſtrange trick which vou call ſigns of 
. 

00 e eee eee 660; 
 « Away 3 no more. Captain, I'd have hereafter 
This fellow write no hes of my converſion, 
N nn. hag: * * troabled hour,” | 


Enter 1 


Fai frengthen me to "89 | 240 
This hideous fight, and humble me, to tate” AY 
The laſt forgiveneſs of a dying friend, 
Betray d by my vile falſhood, t to pay uin. 

| Oh, Pierre! 

Her. Yet nearer. 

Faf.. Crawling on my knees, BY * | 

And proftrate on the earth, let me approach thee: 1 

How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd me 

That always us'd to ſmile with friendſhip on me? 4 

It darts an air of ſo much manly virtue, 

That I, methinks, Took little in thy light, 

And ſtripes are fitter for me, than embraces. 
Her. Dear to my arms, tho” chou undone my 
fame, 5 

I can't forget to love thee. Pr'ythee, ] 

Forgive that filthy blow my paſſion dealt 28 = 


I'm now preparing for the land of * 


I 4 
3 
I 


= * 


* wif 17 W a — 
- £5 C 
* . $} N 


ler v: | 


5 ee 
5 Of all good men, like thee, Se * 
Good! Ane n creature, en een . 
She - nnn 135 wt: 
| Sued the ſhamefil five en g | ue ue en 
« Why was I ſent for to be us'd thus pony * 5 
« Call, call me villain, as 1 am! de e 
« The foul complexion of my hateful deeds: 
« Lead me to th* rack, and ſtreteh me in wy fea, 
« T've crimes enough to give it it's full load, 
And do it credit: thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe on * 
« And honeſt men hereafter bear its ſigure 
About them, as a charms rom treacherous friend- 


| ſhip. 4 | 
Of. The time grows: hore, your friends a are dead 
J. Bats, BY a RT e e fat | 
Te Yes, dead, Juke; they ve bg died like m men 


Worthy their aan CERES DES hs 5 
Faf. And what muſt I do? 2 1 e 
Pier: Oh, Jaffier! . SH Ie 

J Speak aloud thy burthen'd foul, 

And tell thy troubles to thy tortur'd friend. 5 
Pier. Friend! Could'ſt thou yet be a friend, a ge- 

nerous friend, | 

1 might hope comfort from thy noble forrows. | 

Heav'n knows, I want a friend. 

Ja. And 1 a kind one,  _ 

That would not thus ſcorn my repenting virtue, Sh oy 

Or think when he's to die, my thoughts are idle. 4 
Pier. No! live, 1 charge _ —_— — 


» 


* p * 


＋ 


Jaf. Yes, I will lire? ii Wann 15 1 
But it ſhall be to ſee thy fall rexeng a 
At ſuck a rate, as Venice * bes. . 

Pier. Wilt thou? 5 $97 bas iv $24; 

Jai. 1 will, by 8 52 erm 10 G e 

Pier. Then ſtill thou'rt * Kt 
And I forgive thee... C or ee: [truſt thee? 

Ja. No; Pve been falſe already. 

Pier. Doſt thou love me?? 

Jaf. Rip up my heart, and nay hy 3 

Pier. Curſe on this weakneſs. hs * 

Jaſ. Tears! Amazement! Tes! | 
I never ſaw thee melted thus before,; 


And know there's ſomething labouring in thy/boſom, 


* mult have vent; Tho I'm a villain, tell me. 
Ea. . 5 
A ee D. to the Whed. 
Jai Why? ? FE 


Pier. Is't fit a ſoldier, who has liv'd with W z 
Fought nation's quarrels, and been > go con- 
queſt, * 
Be * a common carcaſe on a wheel? 644% 1 
bY © er. Speak! is't ning 2. LOTS BAIT N 
Ja. Fitting ! | "4 1 PF PPG Y 
Pier. Ves; is' t fitting ? -_ e 0 
Jaſ. What's to be bra Os „ 
Hier. Id have thee: apdentake Sells 
Something that's noble, to preſerve my. we 
Tre grace that's ready to attaint it. 
. Th —7 * late, N e 57 hs | 


444 7 


7 - * * 6 of 
n V [+ 5 2 
OH * "RE 41 * 
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| bs, ee 


oy #3 3 . 5 . 
—— r "43x * 0 $41. 
| 1 4 ; MES <7 EO 8 
7 be F SP. 
"ws 8 Aurv. 4 
Wy 1 
1 * 


He. ä . 
. ee ee ns. 
Faf. No more of that: /thy wiſhed bell bo fuiaſed;.. 
1 have a wife, and ſhe ſhall bleed: = 9774 85 
ARE Wong, nn * 


F Nn —— eee 8 
hw No- his no mort. e i Jaffier 
_ yo Hah! n% then (62-14 wok $92 
Nu Moſt 1 e Sud 16 a. 44.97 2 4 
* Ml do it. + 0 A N A (424} i £225 
Off Sir, 1 . Sk Baller $24 4% 1 
Pier. TR now Par: bg” 
. He and — att Hua 
Ga you ſhould de a gentleman of honcur; 
ech off the rabble that I may have room | 
To entertain my 15 _ ons on +2: eee : 
Come 
| Take hr e. extentioner 72 . 4 
- . Sen. | 5 
Ferne Fc at 
Her. I thank you, Sir - ben g 
You'll think on't ? . To _ 
Jef. Twon't grow ſtale before tomorrow. 
H. er. . Toner! now I'm going. — | 
eee e eee 
. Here at thee, ee 07 S006 2 Oy an. £ 
Thou honeſt k men * £447. 0 ken, bu. 
And chis is well too 1 Bimſelſ 
* W Damnable deed!” 


„e vane eee 5 
N. | Now be Milt indeed died Rabat: - 
| This „ ee * 


"Thus of the blood y ave hed, I 22 — 

And ſprinkle it mingling. May it reſt upon you, 

And all your race. Be henceforth peace 3 de 

Witkin your walk ; let plagues . 

Your generation 0, poor Belvidere ! oh 

Sir, I have a wife, bear this in ſafety to "AY 

A token that with my dying breath I bleſs'd her, 

And the dear little infant left behind me. 
m ſiak Im quiet. L Dir. 

« Off, Bear this news to the ſenate, 
„And guard their bodies, till there's N onde. 


« fun [Scene buts upon ther, 1 


Soft Maße. Enter BzLviDERA diftratted, 44 by two of 
ber Women, Pavia and Servants. 5 


Pri. Siengthea her bes wick Nie, pacing 1 
Hern. 3 
Bu Cone, ow 1 come, _— mays come; | 
to bed. 
Prins; ap love. The winds n yow/ they 
whiſtle; g 
8 Au e ilk deats: Oh! wen the cen fivioks 
| mel 
Lon unge nog ue cles 7 Pitz . 0 | 
Chee then; I ſey you ſhalt not go, you alt on | 
— il>natire'; Neben d 


| n ae 
Am I to blame to love him? O, thou dear one, 7 
Why do you fly me? Are you angry ſtill chen? 
= where art thou? father why do you do thus? 
_ Semd off don't hide him fun gie. e 
where. 5 
Stand oc Lay: What gone? 8 tyrant: 
I may revenge myſelf for this trick, 1 
Tl] do't— I'll det. Renault's a 1250 *. ; 
f e hang in , pe 


3 - — 
44 * #. * 
8 
> 
* 


| Enter . 
. News, We news? bon 


7 tv} 


A of. Moſt fad, Sir! 
Jaffier, upon the ſcaffold, to prevent” 
A ſhameful death, ftabb' d * and next himſelf; 
Both fell together. FFF 
Fri. Daughter. „ee 
Bel. Hal look there! 

My huſband nne a Murder 
Who has done this? Speak to me, thou ſad viſion: 
On theſe poor trembling knees I beg it. Vaniſh'd— 
Here they went down—Oh, 11] dig, dig the den up! 

You ſhan't delude me titus. Hoa, Jaffier, Jaffier. 
Peep up, and give me but a look. I have him 
Use got him, father: Oh 1 Oo. how En ſmuggle 

e ee | 

u love my dear lt my-bleſſing) ken bey wel 
Theycha v hold on me, and drag me to che bottom. > 

Nay u they pull ſo hard farewel — * 5 


- 


* 
SE 


AcTV. ' VENICE. PRESERVED. „ 
* Maid. She's dead; F 
«Breathleſs and dead.” | 
Pri. Oh; guard me from the Goht on't. | 
Lead me into ſome place that's fit for mourning : 
Where the free air, light, and the chearful fun, 
May never enter: hang it round with black: 
Set up one taper, that may laſt a day, 
As long as I've to live; and there all leave me, 
Sparing no tears, 3 5 you this tale relate, 
But bid all cruel fathers dread my fate. 
-  [Exeunt omnes. 
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THE Tac nn 5 8 Wa 2 2 | 
And when that's ended, aſe your . 
Though the Confpiracy's prevented here, 


Matin lo I ſee another hatching there * wy ü ys ; 2 


And there's a certain fufm fun would Fgay, 

20 

But this the author bid me boldly fay, © 

If any take this plainnefs ir ili part, | iſ 
He's glad on lee . Bi wi 85 

Poets in honour of the truth ſhould write, 

ib the ſame ſpirit brave mem fer it fight. © 

And though againſt him cauſeleſs hatreds rife, 

And daily where he goes of late he ſpies 

The ſcowls of ſullen and revengeful eyes 5 

"Tis what he knows, with much contempt, to bear, 

And ſerves a cauſe too good to let him fear. 

He fears no poiſon from an incens'd drab, 

No ruffian's ve: foot ſword, nor raſcal's fab ; 

Nor any other ſnares of miſchief laid, 

Not a Roſe-Alley cudgel ambuſcade, | 

From any private cauſe where malice reigns, 

Or general pique all blockheads have to brains ; 

Nothing ſhall daunt his pen, <vhen truth does call, 

— orgs aateg Guildhall. 


* He that cut the Duke of York's picture. 


EPILOGUE. 


The rn of which that vermin's one, 
Have now ſet forward, and their courſe begun: 
And while that prince figure they defaces, = 
At they before had maſſacred his name, 
Dun their baſe fears but look him in the face, 
They'd uſe his perſon as they've ar bir fame: 
A fate in which ſuch. lineaments thev read | 
Of that great martyr's, 'whoſe rich. blood they n 5 
T hat their rebellious hate they fill retain, BE 
And in his ſon, would murder him again. 
With indignation then let each brave heart 
Rouze and unite, to take his injur d part: 
Till royal love and goodneſe call bim home, 
And ſongs of triumph meet him as be come : 
ill Heav'n his honour and our peace reflore, 
Aud villains never N his virtue more. 
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